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[COLLIER'S PHEFACE.] 



[Thouas Nash, sou of Willinm Hash, ministcT, and 
Slai^ret hia wife, wbb baptized at LowcBtoft, in Suf- 
folk, in November 1567,' He was admitUd a scliolar 
at St Joho'a College, Cambridge, on tbe Lady Mar- 
guet's foundabion, in 1SS4, and proceeded B.A. in 
166fl :] the following is a copy of the Rej^'iater : — 

"Tho. Nuahe Coll. Joh. ConUb. A. B. ib. 1585." 
Tbe place, tbough not tbe time, of his birth ' we have 
under his own authority, for in his " Lenten Staff," 
printed in 1099, he inToniia us that be was born at 
Lowestoft ; and he leads us to conclude that bia family 
WHS of some note, by adding thnt his "father Bprang 
from the Nashea of Herefordfihire." ^ 

' [Cooper's "Atlienaj Canlibrig," ii. 306.] 

> [Nash seems la bavc boasted of his birth earlier than 
the date of bis " Lcnlea Stufi*," for Q. Hairey, in bis " Fonr 
Letlers," &c., 1592, eaya : " I huvo ouqtdred vhst speciall 
MDSe the pemijless gentleman bath to brag of his birth, 
which giroth tlio woeful poverty goad leave, even tritb hie 
Slentor'a Toice, and in. his rsLtJiog terms, to revive lh« 
jalifol history of Lazarillo de Thormes." 

• Not of Hertfordsliire, a mistake originally made by 
Shiel in his "Lives of the Poets." llicnce copied inlo 
fierkeuhout's " Uiographia Literaria," suil suliBCqaeiitly 
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It docs not appear that NaAh ever proceeded Master 
of Arts at Cambridge, and most of his biographers 
agree that he left his college about 1587. It is evident, 
however, that he had got into disgrace, and probably 
was expelled ; for the author of ** England to her three 
Daughters " in "Polimanteia," 1595, speaking of Harvey 
and Nash, and the pending quarrel between them, uses 
these terms : " Cambridge make thy two children 
friends : thou hast been unkind to the one to wean him 
before his time, and too fond upon the other to keep him 
so long without preferment : the one is ancient and of 
much reading ; the other is young, but full of wit" ^ 
The cause of his disgrace is reported to have been the 
share he took in a piece called " Terminus et non Ter- 
minus," not now extant ; and it is not denied that his 
partner in this offence was expelled. Most likely, 
therefore, Nash suffered the same punishment 

If Nash be the author of " An Almond for a Parrot," 
of wliich there ia little doubt, although his name is not 
affixed to it, he travelled in Italy ; ' and we find from 

into the last edition of the ** Biographia Dramatica.*' [It is 
copied also by the editor of a reprint of Nash and Marlowe's 
" Dido," 1826.] 

* Sig. Q 4. 

* *' For coming from Venice the last summer, and taking 
Bergamo in my way homeward to England, it was my hap, 
sojourning there some four or fire days, to light in fellow- 
ship with that famous FranecUtip Harlequin, who, perceiT« 
ing me to be an Englishman by my habit and speech, asked 
me many particulars of the order and manner of our plays 
which he termed by the name of representations. Among 
other talk he enquired of me if I knew any such Parabolo 
here in London as Signior Ckiarlatano Kempino. 'V< 
well,' quoth I, *and hare been often in his company.' ] 
hearing me say so began to embrace me anew, and offer 
me all the courtesy he could for his sake, saying althoui 
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another of his piacea thai he had been in Ireland. 
PerhB[tt he went abroad soon after he abandoned Cam- 
bridge, and before he settled in London and became on 
author. His first appearatiei! in this character eeeuis to 
have been in IS69, and we believe the oorliest date of 
any tract attributed to him relating to Martin Mar< 
prelate is also 1689.' He was the first, aa has t>cen fre- 
•juently remarked, to allauk lliis enemy of the Church 
with the keen missiles of wit and satire, throwing aside 
the lamliering and unserviceable weapons of scholastic 
controversy. Having set the eiample in this respect, 
he hotl many followers and traibitoTS, and amou^ ihetn 
John Lily, the dramatic poet, the author of "Pap with 
a Hatchet." 

In London Nash became acqmunted with Itobert 
Greene, and their friendship drew him into a long 
literary contest with Gabriel Harvey, to which Nash 
owes much of his reputation. It arose out of the 
posthumous attack of Harvey upon Ilobert Greene, of 
which, sufficient mention luu been mode elsewhere. 
Nash replied on behalf of hia dead cotupauion, and 
reiterated the charge whicli had given the origbal 
offence to Harvey, viz., that his brother was the son of 
a ropemakei,' Ooe piece was humorously dedicated 



report he had beard of his 
in love with bis porfectiona 



he knew him not, jt 
pleasanee, be could r 
beinft absent." 

Man]' of Nnsh's irorics (urnisb evidence that be traa well 
tequainted with Italian poets and n'riters. Some alliisians 
and IraQslationa are painted ool in the notes to tlie present 
reprint of "Summer's Last Will and Testament," 

' It ii called " A counter-euflT to Martin junior," Ac. 

' It may be doubled wbetlier Greene and Nauli did not 

mtriliote to bring tlie occupation of a rn/Jt»uitrr into 
disendit, MarsloQ, in his " Psrssi luster," printed in 1Q03, 
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to Ricliard Litchfield, a barber of Cambridge, and 
Harrey answered it under the assamed character of 
the same barber, in a tract called '^ The Trimming of 
Thomas Nash," ^ which also contained a woodcut of a 
man in fetters. This representation referred to the im- 
prisonment of Nash for an offence he gave hy writing a 
play (not now extant) called " Tlie Isle of Dogs," and 
to this event Francis Meres alludes in his ''Palladis 
Tamia," 1598, in these terms : " As Actseon was 
worried of his own hounds, so is Tom Nash of his 'Isle 
of Dogs.' Dogs were the death of Euripides ; but be 

for some reason or other, speaks of it in terms of great con- 
tempt. 

** Then must you sit there thrust and contemned, bare- 
headed to a grogram scribe, ready to start up at the door 
creaking, prest to get in, with your leave sir, to some surly 
groom, the third son qfa ropemaker.** 

^ There is a MS. poem in the Brit. Mus. (Bibl. Sloan. 

1489) entitled "The Trimming of Tom Nash," written 

in metre-ballad Terse, but it does not relate to our author, 

though written probably not very long after 1600, and 

tliough the title is evidently borrowed from the tract by 

Gabriel Harvey. Near the opening it contains some notices 

of romances and works of the time, which may be worth 

quoting — 

'• And he as manj authors read 
Aa ere Don Quixote had. 
And 8oine of them could ray by heart 
To make the hearers glad. 

Tlie valiant deeds of Knight o* th' Sun 

And RoHicleer so tall ; 
And Pulmerin of En^Uuid too 

And Amadis of Gaol. 

Berls of ITampton he had read 

And Guy of Warwick stout ; 
Haon of Uordeaux, though so long, 

Tet he had read him out. 

The Hundred Tales and Scoggin's Jests 

And Ar.hur of the Round Tabl<^, 
The twi-lve Wise men of Gotham loo 

And Uailads innumerable." 
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not disconsolate, gallant young Juvenal ; Linun, the son 
of Apollo, died the same death. Vet Qod forbid, that 
ao brave a wit should ao basely perish .' — Thine am but 
paper dogs ; neither is thy banishment like Ovid's 
eternally Ui converse with the barlwroua OeCei. There- 
fore comfort thjaetf, Bweet Tom, with Cicero's glorious 
return to Rome, and witli the council j£ui:a8 gives to 
his sea-beaten Boliliera." Lib. 1. ^ueid. 
" Pluck up thine heart, and drive from IhenCB bath frsrand 

To think on this may pleasure be, perbupe, another day." 
—Darato, tt trmit nbui icrvalti uaiiidii. (fol. 3S6, ) 

This wna in part verifiwi in the nc\t year, for when 
Na*h published his " Lenten BtnfT," he referred with 
apparent satisfaction to his past troubles in conaequcnce 
of hU " Isle of Dogs," ' 

> It is nnnecesaary to quote the paisage, as the whole 

Inct IB reprinted both in the old and new editions of tlie 

"Harlcian Miscflllany." In his "Almond for n Parrot," 

Kaah adverU to tlie tickliahneis of the timea, und to the 

necessity of beini; extremely yarded in what he might 

write. " If thou (Kemp) will not accept oE it in regard of 

th« envy of some eitizena that cannot away with arguini-ntH, 

I'll pmfer ii (the book) to the soot of Dick Tarltou, who J 

kaow will entertain it with tlianka, imitating herein that 

merry man Rabelais, who dedicated most of his vorks to 

the soul ot the old Queen of Navarre, many jeare after her 

death, for that she woa a maintainer of mirth in her life. 

Uarry, Ood send ua more of her making, and then aome of 

^_ ua ehould not live ao discontented as we do, for nowadays 

^^L a man cannot hare a bout with a baltader, or writo Xidat 

^^1 habft aims oai'ninai, in great Roman lettera, but be shall 

^^B he in danger of a further diapleaanrs." 

^V Nash's "Isle of DDga"vi»s doubtless a satire upon the 

^V age, which "touched too near" some persons in authority. 

^K In the last act of ■' The Return from Parnassus " the Isle of 
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So much has been said, especially by Mr D'laraeli in 
his ''Quarrels of Authors," on the subject of this diB- 
putc between Nash and Harvey, that it is unnecessary 
to add anything, excepting that it was carried to such 
a length, and the pamphlets contained so much scurri- 
lity, that it was ordered from authority in 1599 that 
all the tracts on both sides should be seized and sup- 
pressed.^ 

As with Greene, so with Nash, an opinion on his 
moral conduct and general deportment has been too 
readily formed from the assertions of his opponents ; 
and because Gabriel Harvey, to answer a particular 
purpose, states, " You may be in one prison to-day and 
in another to-morrow," it has been taken for granted, 
that '' after his arrival in London, he was often confined 
in different jails.** No doubt, he and his companions 
Greene, Marlowe, and Peele, led very disorderly lives, 
and it is singular that all four died prematurely, the 
oldest of them probably not being forty years of age. 
It is certain that Nash was not living at the time when 
the ''Eetum from Parnassus" was produced, which, 
though not printed until 1606, was written before tlie 
end of the reign of Elizabeth : his ashes are there 
spoken of as at rest, but tlie mention of him as dead, 
nearest to the probable date of that event, is to be found 



Do^ is frequently spoken of, and once as if it wore a place 
of refuge. Ingenioto says : "To be brief, Academico, writs 
arc out for me to apprehend me for my playt^ and now I am 
bound for Ou hit of Dogs,'* 

^ Sir J. Ilariugton has an epigram upon the paper war 
between Harvey and Nash. 

TO DOCTOB HARTIT Or CAMBtllMlB. 

" The proverb sayii, who fights with dirty foes 
Muiit Deeds be soil'd, admit tliey wiu or lobe : 
Then thiuk it doth a Doctor's credit dash 
To make himself antagonist to Saubhr—B. II., Ejn'or. Ze. 
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in [Fitzgeoffirey's '' Afiianise,'' 1601, where an epitaph 
upon him is printed. His name also occurs in] an ano- 
nymous poem, under the title of ''The Ant ana the 
Nightin^e, or Father Hubbard's Tales," 1604, where 
the following stanza is met with — 

" Or if in bitterness thou rail like Nash : 

Forgive me, honest soul, that term thy phrase 
Hailing ; for in thy works thou wert not rash. 
Nor didst afifect in youth thy private praise. 
Thou hadst a strife with that Tergemini ;^ 
Thou hurt'dst them not till they had injured thee."* 

The author of a MS. epitaph, in " Bibl. Sloan," PI. 
XXI. A. was not so squeamish in the language he 
employed — 

" Here lies Tom Nash, that notable raHer, 
That in his life ne'er paid shoemaker nor tailor.'' 

The following from Thomas Freeman's Epigrams, 
1614, is not out of its place — 

OF THOMAS NASH. 

** Nash, had Lycumbes on earth living been 

The time thou wast, his death had been all one ; 

Had he but mov*d thy tartest Muse to spleen 
Unto the fork he had as surely gone : 

For why ? there lived not that man, I think, 

Us'd better or more bitter gall in ink." 

^ Tergimini means the three Harveys, for Gabriel took 
up the cudgels for himself and his two brothers. 

* The death of Nash is spoken of in the address to a tract, 
which is the more curious, as it forms a second part to 
** Pierce Penniless." It has been assigned to Decker, under 
the title of *' News from Hell ;" [and it was reprinted under 
the title of ** A Knight's Conjuring." This issue is included 
in the Percy Society's series.] 
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It is impossible in the present day to attempt any- 
thing like a correct list of the productions of Nash, 
many of which were unquestionably printed without 
his name :^ the titles of and quotations from a great 
number may be found in the various bibliographical 
miscellanies, easily accessible. When he began to write 
cannot be ascertained, but it was most likely soon after 
his return from the Continent, and the dispute between 
John Penry and the Bishops seems then to have engaged 
his pen.* There is one considerable pamphlet by him, 
called " Christ's Tears over Jerusalem," printed in 1693, 
which, like souie of the tracts by Qreene, is of a repent- 
ant and religious character ; and it has been said that, 
though published with his name, it was not in fact his 
production. There is no sufficient ground for this sup- 
position, and Nash never subsequently diso^'ned the 
performance : the address " To the Reader" contains an 
apology to Gabriel Harvey for the attack *upon him, 
in terms that seem to vouch for their o^ni sincerity* 
"Nothing (says Nash) is there now so much in my 
vows as to be at peace with all men, and make submis- 
sive amends where I most displeased ; not basely fear- 
blasted, or constraintively overruled, but purely pacifi- 
catory : suppliant for reconciliation and pardon do I 
sue to the principallest of them 'gainst whom I pro- 
fessed utter enmity ; even of Master Doctor Harvey I 



1 [See the list, however, in " Atb. CanUb.," ii. 307-9, and 
in Hazlitfs '* Handbook," in v.] 

' In 1589 Nash wrote the address prefixed to Rol)ert 
Greened *' Menaphon/' which contains notices of various 
preceding and contemporary poets, and which has been 
admired by all but Mr Malone, for the general purity of its 
style and the justness of its criticism. As Nash was born 
in November 1567, he was only in his twenty-second year 
when it was published. 
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heaitilj deeire the like, whose fame and reputation 
{through aome precedent injurious provocations and 
fervent eicitements of young heada) 1 Toshly aasailed : 
yet now better advised, and of bia pptfections more con- 
finnedly iiersuoded, unfeigninUy I entreat of the whole 
world from my pen his worth may receive no impeach- 
ment All acknowledgments of abundant scliotoTBhip, 
courteous, well-governed behaviour, and ripe, expe- 
rienced judgment do I attribute to him." 

We hftve already Been with what malignity Harvey 
trampled upon the corpse of Greene, and lie received 
this apology of Nash in a corresponding spirit ; for 
instead of accepting it, in liis " New Letter of Notable 
Contents," 1533, he rejects it with scorn : " Riotous 
vanity (he replies) was wont to root lo deeply that it 
eottld hardly be unrooted ; and where reckless impu- 
deney taketh poasusaion, it useth not very hastily to be 
dispossessed. What say you to a spring of rankest vil- 
lainy in February, and a harvest of ripest divinity in 
May I But what should we hereafter talk any more of 
paradoxes or impossibilities, when ho that penned the 
moat desperate and abominable pamphlet of ' Strange 
News,' and disgorged his stomach of as poisonous lon- 
coLir as ever was vomited in print, within few months 
is won, or charmed, or enchanted, (or wlint metamor- 
pbosis should I term it I) to ast^nbh carnal minds with 
spiritual meditations," &c. Such a reception of well- 
intended and eloquently- written amends was enough to 
make Nash repent even bis repentance, as far as Gabriel 
Harvey was concerned.' 

Of the popularity of Nash as a writer some notion 
may t>e formed from a fact he himself mentions in his 

' Fari« of " Pierce Psnnileis, his Supplication tfl the 
Devil," are written by Nash in a similar strain of btll^ 
grief far past errors, cepcciaily a poem iaacrtcit near the 
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" Huve witli you to Saflrou Walden," ihat between 1582, 
when his " Pierce PennileBS, his Supplication to the 
Devil" wsB first printed, and 1596 it " passed through 
the pikes of at least ax imprcsaiorB." How long 
his reputilion as a aalirist survived him may be 
judged from the fact that in 1640 Taylor the Water 
Poet published a tract, which had for its second title 
" Tom Nash, his Ghost (the old Martin queller), newly 
and in Itercuriug AnCi-pragmatiau, from Oct 
13 to Oct. 19, 1647, is the following passage : " Perhaps 
you will be angry now, and when you steal forth dis- 
guised, in your next iutelligeuce thunder forth tlireateu- 
iugs against me, and be as satirical in your limguage oa 
everwas your predecessor NaahfWho compiled a learned 
treatise in the praise of a red herring." 

Only two plays in which Na«h had any concern have 
come down to us : his *' Isle of Dogs," before noticed, 
was probably never printed, or at all events it is not 
now known to exist He wrote alone — 

(1.) A pleasant Comedy called " Summer's Last Will 
and Testament." 16oa 4". 



eornnenctiSGUt. [As to Kssh's witlidrnwal of Lis apolog;. 
tte llaililt in t.] 

" Why li'l dunnixioa to d«r>lr inii 6\a 
Wbeo Uf< li mr uaa hipplncH' rilscue r 
DTiiouI 1 mj <Mil I UiT at-^tj iduVc. me Hj 

Bu In mj hiul her Icvtral lumcuu ilrn-lL 

Ah, votUileH Hit. IS ln>D uc Id UiIb wdc t 

. _n Die lollj Ihu btvllcb'd »i- to.' 
iitntbooKhu, idleii. fat BOW 1 irlll lepeot. 
And jvi nf wapU pcrHoikde me la procvf d. 
Bloou Boat bbkd|illyfif ^taheLftr'AbeFd." 

The lut two lines of the Grit sttnu ire giren to the 
Father in " The Yorkshire Tragedy," attributed to Shake- 
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In conjunction with Marlowe he produced 
(2.) "The Tragedy of Dido, Queen of Carthage," 
played by the children of her Majesty's chapeL 1594. 
4^ 

Phillips, in his " Theatmm Poetarum," also assigned 
to Nash, ^ See me, and see me not,'* a comedy, which 
may be a different play, and not, as has been generally 
supposed, " Hans Beer Pot;^ because, the name of the 
author, Dawbridgecourt Belchier, being subscribed to 
the dedication, such a mistake could not easily be 
made. 



DRAMATIS PEBSON^. 

Will Summeb. 
Veb. 

SUMXBB. 

Autumn. 

Winter. 

Christmas, i „ ^ 

-. \ Sons to Winter. 

Backwinter. ) 

Sol. 

Solstitium. 

Vkrtumnus. 

Orion. 

Bacchus. 

Harvest. 

Satires. 

Ntmphs. 

Three Clowns. 

Three Maids. 

Hunters. 

Reapers. 

Morris Danxers. 

. BoT to speak the EpUogue. 



SUMMER'S LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT.' 



Enter Will Summer,* m his fool's coat but half on, 

coming out 

Noctem peecatis etfraudihus chjice nuhem,^ There 
is no such fine time to play the knave in as the 
night I am a goose or a ghost, at least; for 



^ This play (if it do not more properly come under the 
class of mevot, as Nash himself calls it) was not printed 
until 1600 ; but internal evidence proves that it was written, 
and probably performed, as early as the autumn of 1502. 
Various decisive marks of time arc pointed out in notes in 
the course of the play, the principal of which arc, the great 
drought, the progress of Queen Elizabeth to Oxford, and 
the breaking out of the plague. The piece was presented at 
Croydon, at the residence of some nobleman, who is men- 
tioned in many places. The theatres in London were closed 
at this date in consequence of the mortality. (See iMalone's 
Shakespeare, by Boswell, iii. 299, note). In the prologue 
we are told that the representation was not on a common 
stage. 

* The subsequent account of Will Sommersj or Summer, 
King Henry the Eighth's celebrated fool, is from the pen of 
Kobert Armin, an author and actor, who himself often 
plaj'ed the clown's part in the time of Shakespeare. It is 
in his " Nest of Ninnies, simply of themsdvUf without com' 
pound," 1608, 4°— 

'*|WiIl Sommers born in Shropshire, as some say, 
Was brouirht to Greenwich on a holiday. 
Presented to the King ; which Fool disdain'd 
To ahBke him by the band, or el:ie asham'd : 
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what with turmoil of getting my foors apparel, 
and care of being perfect, I am sure I have not 
yet supp'd to-night Will Summers ghost I 
should be, come to present you with " Summer's 
Last Will and Testament" Be it so ; if my cousin 
Ned will lend me his chain and his fiddle. Other 
stately-pac'd Prologues use to attire themselves 
within : I that have a toy in my head more than 
ordinary, and use to go without money, without 
garters, without girdle, without hat-band, without 



IloweVr it was, as ancient people saj, 

With mach ado was. woo to it that dajr. 

Lean he wan, hnllow-ejed. as all report. 

And stoop he did too ; yet in all the court, 

Vew men were more belov'd than was this Fool, 

Whose merrf prate kept with the King mach rule. 

When he was sad, the King and he would rhime ; 

Thus Will exiled sadness many a time. 

I could describe him as I did the rest. 

But in my mind I do not think it best : 

My reason this— howeVr I do descry him, 

So nuuiy knew htm. that I may belie him ; 

Therefore, to please all peot>le, one by one^ 

I hold it best to let that pains alone. 

Only thus much : he was a poor man's fHend, 

And help'd the widow often in the end 

The King would ever grant what he did crare, 

For well he knew Will no exacting knare ; 

But wish'd the King to do good deeds great store. 

Which caus'd the court to love him more and more." 

Some few of the personal particulars, here omitted, Nash 
supplies in the coarse of this play. [In 1676 a pamphlet 
was printed, purporting falsely to be] " A pleasant History 
of the Life and death of Will Summers ; how he came first 
to be known at court, and by what means he got to be King 
Henry the Eighth's ' Jester.' " It was reprinted by Harding- 
in 1794, with an engraving from an old portrait, supposed 
to be Will Summer ; but if it be authentic, it does not at 
all support Armin's description of him, that he was ** lean 
and hollow-eyed.** Many of the jests are copied from the 
French and Italian; and [almost all] of them have been 
assigned also to Scoggin and Tarlton. One or two of these 
are introduced into S. Rowley's " When you see me you 
know me,'* a historical comedy, first printed in 1605, in 
which Will Summer plays a prominent part. 

> Hor. Lib. i. Epist. 16, 1, 62. 
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points to ray hose, without a laiife to mj- iliiinvr, 
iind make so much use of tliis word viiiltout iii 
everything, will here dreas me without. Dick 
Huntley ' cries, Begin, begin : and all the whole 
houae, For shame, come away ; when I had my 
thingn but now brought me out of the laundry. 
God forgive me, I did not aee my Lord before I 
I'll aet a good face on it, as though what I had 
talfc'd idly all thia while were my part. So it is, 
lioni viri, that one fool presents another ; and I, a 
fool by nature and by art, do speak to you in the 
person of the idiot of our play-muker. He, like a 
fop and an ass, must be making liimself a public 
Imighiugstock, and have no thiuik for hia labour ; 
where other Magiilerii, whose invcntiou is far 
more exquisite, ore content to sit still and do 
nothing. I'll show yon what a scurvy Prologue 
he Iiail n)a<le me, in an old vein of similitudes : if 
you he eood^llows, give it the hearing, that yon 
may judge tjTSim thereafter. 



TUE PROLOGI'E. 

At a Eolemn feast of the Triumviri in Kome, it 
was seen and observed that the birds ceased to 
sing, and sat solitary on the housetops, by reason 
of the sight of a painted serpent set openly to 
view. So fares it with ns novices, that here be- 
tray our imperfections : we, afraid to look on the 
imaginary seqient of envy, paiut«d in men's affec- 
tions, have ceased to tune any music of mirth to 



' Dick Huntic; wu. perhaps, the Uook-holder or prnmp- 
toe vho U suhiequentl; menlioncH, inil whom Will Sum- 
DiGF, in Ihe licence of bis cbaraelcr, cdIIb hy his nnme. 
I'crhips his " cousin Ifed " wu another of Ihe scion. 
Harry Baker ie spoken of in the ecene, where Vertumnn* U 
dcipatched for Christmas and Backiriuter. 

VOL. VIIL B 
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your ears this twelvemonth, thinking that, as it ia 
the nature of the serpent to hiaa, so childhood and 
ignorance would play the gosling, contemning and 
condemning what tlicy understood not Their 
ceuBurcs we weigh not, whose senses are not yet 
unawaddled. The little minates will be continually 
striking, though no man regard them : whelps 
will bark before they can see, and strive to bite 
before tbey have teeth. Politiauus speaketh of a 
beast who, while he is cut on the table, drinketh 
and represents the motions and voices of a living 
creatpre. Such like foolish beasts are we who, 
whilst we are cut, mocked, and flouted at, in every 
man's common talk, will notwithstanding proceed to 
shame ourselves to make sport. No man pleaseth 
all : we seek to please one. Didymus wrote four 
thousand books, or (as some say) six thousand, on 
the art of grammar. Our autlior hopes it may be 
as lawful for him to write a tliousand lines of as 
light a subject. Socrates (whom the oracle pro- 
nounced the wisest man of Greece) sometimes 
danced : Scipio and Lielius, by the sea-side, played 
at peeble-stone : Semtl intanivivnu omnti. Every 
man cannot with Archimedes make a heaven of 
brass, or dig gold out of the iron mines of the law. 
Such odd trifles as mathematicians' experiments 
be artificial flies to hang in the air by themselves, 
dancing balls, an egg-shell that shall climb up to 
the top of a spear, fiery- breathing gores, poeia 
notler professeth not to make. Flaetat iibi qiiiiqvt 
licebit. What's a fool but his bauble^ Deep- 
reaching wit-s, here is no deep stream for you to 
angle in. Moralisers, you that wrest a never- 
meant meaning out of everything, applying all 
things to the present time, keep j'oiir attention for 
the common stage ; for here are no quips in char- 
acters for you to read. Vain glosers, gather what 
jou will ; spite, spell backward what thou canst. 



1 



I 
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As the Parthians fi^ht flying away, so will wo 
prate and talk, but Eland to notliing that vre say. 

How say yon, my masters t do you not laugh at 
him for a coxcomb 1 Why, ho hath made a pro- 
logue loHger than his play : nay, 'tis no play 
neither, but a Hhow. I'll be sworn the jig of 
Kowlaud'a godson is a giant in comparison of it. 
What cau be made of Summer's lost will and 
testament 1 Such another thing as Gyllian of 
Brentford's ' will, where she bequeathed a score of 
farts amongst her friends. Forsooth, because the 
plague reigns in most places in this latter end of 
fluuuner,* Summer must come in sickj he must 



' [The tract here referred to in Robert Copland'! poem, 
cilled "Jjl of Hrt^ntford'a Testament." See liaxlltc'i 
"Hand1)aak,"p.12a.i Julianof Brenirard, or, aaalie U bere 
coiled, 0;liiaa of Brajnford, geemi to havs leeu an oid 
Taman who had the rvputxlion of poueHiiij; supematuntl 
power. In Henalove's MSS., splay by Tbomai Downton and 
Snmuel Ridley, called "Friar Fox and Uillian ol Brcnl- 
ford," ia mentioned under dale of FEbranry 15B8-9, but it 
was acted, ii apjicara by the aame authority, na early u Slh 
January 1592. She is noticed iii " Weitnrd Hoe ! " 1 SOT, 
vhere Clnre says ; " O Matter Linataclc, 'tia no walking 
will serre my turn : bare me lo bed, good, sweet 31 islrcss 
lloncyguekk. I doubt that M Itag OiUian of llrai»t/ont 
Las bewitched me." Sig. G 4. 

Julian of Breiiiford'a will had be«n spoken of brforc by 
Nash in bis cpiatlc "to the Oentlemon fitudoniA of Inih 
L'niTBniliei." prefixed lo Qreene's "Uensphun." in ISitS. 
" But to farre diacrepanl ia the idle Tsage of our nnexpori- 
eneed and iililcnited Tnniei from tLia preiicripUon, tliat a 
tale of JoaoG a Brainforda Will, and the Tnlnrliy fromenlj, 
will be as aoone entertained into their Ulnriet at the lukl 
roene that euer Toaso elemisht." 

* Camden, in hit " Annala of the Reign of Queen Eliza- 
beth." thus ipeaka of the rtTigea of the plague in l.'iUS-S, 
" Fur thia wliolo year the tickneu rmged Tiolenily in Lon- 
don, Saturn paning throuib the extreme part* of Caneer 
and ihH bend of Leo, aa ildid in the year llSti3; in to much. 
liial when the jeor GMoe about, lb«re diud uf tliu siuknea 
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call his officers to account, yield liia throne to 
Autumn, make Winter his executor, with tittle- 
tattle Tom-boy. God give you good night in 
Wfttling Street ; I care not what you say now, for 
I play no more than you hear ; and some of that 
you heard too (by your leave) was exUmpore. He 
were as good have let me had the best part, for 
I'll be revenged on him to the uttermost, in this 
iwrsjon of "VVill Summer, which I have put on tn 
play the prologue, and mean not to put it off till 
the play be done. I'll sit as a chorus, and flout 
the actors and iiim at the end of every scene. I 
know they will not interrupt me, for fear of mar- 
ring of all ; hut look to your cues, my masters, for 
I intend to play the knave in cue, and put you 
liesidcs all your parts, if you take not the better 
hpetL Actors, you rogues, come away ; elear your 
throats, blow your noses, and wipe your mouths 
ere you ent«r, that you may take no occasion to 
spit or to cough, when you are narr. plw. And 
this I bar, over and besides, that none of you 
stroke your beanls to make action, play with your 
cod-piece points, or stand fumbling on your buttons, 
when you know not how to bestow your fingers. 
Serve God, and act cleanly. A fit of mirth and 
an old song first, if you wilL 

Knitr RUMMEK, leaning on AuTUMN'S and WlS- 
TER'S »lioulder», and attemled on with a train 
<if Satyrs and Wood-nympJa, ainging.^ 

Fair Summer droopn, droop men and beasts ther-fore, 

So fair a summer look /or never more : 



nn<i oilier diseuex in the citj and Ruliurlia. 17,800 persons 
l«HiiIe« Williim Roe, Major, and three Ahlermen : eo ihs 
Bartholomew Fair was not kepi, and MicUaelmag tcrni va 
held Hi St AII«n'B, Iweoly uiiks from Loudon." 
> Vdrlumnu* enten kt the umo lime, but bat nama ii 
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Jll good things vanish leu than in a dai/, 

J'eaee. plenty, pleature, tuddeniff decaff. 

Go not yet awai/, bright soul of (he tad year. 
The earth it /tell when tltou leai/tt to apptar. 

What ! t/iall tliotf jtotver* that deck'd thy garlaml erti, 
Upon thy grave be mttle/ully dUpert'd f 
Ireet, coutume yonr tap in lorrow't tourer, 
Streama tvrn to teari your tribalary timrse. 

Go not yet hener, bright tout of the tad year. 
The earth it liell tehtit thou leav'H to appear. 

[The Satyrs and Wood-nymplit tjo out sin-j- 
11117, and leave SuHMER and WlJJTER aud 
Autumn on tht eta<je. 

WrLL Sum. A couple of pretty boys, if tbuy 
would wash their faces, and were wall breech'd ' 
in an huur or two. The rest of the green men 
have reasonable voices, good to sing catches or 
the great Jowben by the fire's side in a winter's 
evening. But let us lie&r what Summer can say 
for himself, why he shonld not be hiss'd at. 

Sum. \Vliat pleasure always hists I no joy en- 
dures: 
Summer I am ; I am not what 1 was ; 
Harvest and a^e hare whiten'd my gret^n Itead ; 
On Autnmn now and Winter I must lean. 
Needs must he fall, whom none but foes uphold. 
Thus must the happiest man have his bUck dny. 
Omnibut una manet nox, et caleanda temel via lelUt." 
This month have 1 1^ languishing a-bed, 
Looking each hour to yield my life and throne ; 

noL menlioDed in tl 

He «cU Uie part of i 

wu prorided with s 

> Well-flogged. 
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And died I had indeed unto the earth, 
But that Eliza, England's beauteous Queen, 
On whom all seasons prosperously attend, 
Forbad the execution of my fate, 
Until her jojrful progress was expir'd.^ 
For her doth Summer live, and linger here, 
And wisheth long to live to her content : 
But wishes are not had, when they wish well : 
I must depart, my death-day is set down ; 
To these two must I leave my wheaten crown. 
So unto unthrifts rich men leave their lands, 
Who in an hour consume long labour's gains. 
True is it that divinest Sidney sung, 
0, he is marred, that is for others made. 
Come near, my friends, for I am near my end. 
In presence of this honourable train. 
Who love me, for I patronise their sports. 
Mean 1 to make my final testament : 
But first I'll call my officers to 'count. 
And of the wealth I gave them to dispose, 
Know what is left I may know what to give 
Vertumnus, then, that turn'st the year about, 
Summon them one by one to answer me. 
First, Ver, the Spring, unto whose custody 
I have committed more than to the rest ; 
The choice of all my fragrant meads and flowers, 
And what delights soe'er nature affords. 



^"The Queen in her summer progreBS passed through 
Oxford, and stayed there several days, where she was agree- 
ably entertained with elegant speeches, plays, and disputa- 
tions, and received a splendid treat from the Lord Buckhurst, 
Chancellor of the University." — Camderit ** AnnaU of Eliza- 
beth.^' Her progress is again alluded to in that part of the 
play where Summer makes his will — 

** And finally, words, now cleftnse Toar coarse, 
Unto Elixa, that most sacred dame^ 
Whom none but saiutu and angels ought to name, 
All mj fair days remaining I beqaeath, 
To wait upon her, till the be return'd," Ao.^ 
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Ver. I irill, ray lord. Ver, lusty V«r, by llic 
iiamo of lusty Ver, come into the court 1 lose a 
mark in issuiis. 



Elder Ver, wkh his train, overlaid with «uiu of 
greeti mou, repraeiUiiiff short grau, nnffinij. _ 

The Sonff. 

Spring, Iht twtet iprin^, i» the near't pleatant !ci»f/, 
Th'n bloomt each tltiaff, then matdi dance i« riiiff, 
CoLl UoCh n9t iling, t/ie prelty bird* do ting, 
Cueiow, Jay, jug, pit — ive, io-taii, ta-uhoo. 

The palm and may make eoniUrj/ houset gay, 
Zambi/ritk and play, the thepherdt pipe all day. 
And hear tot aye birtU tune t/m merry lay, 
Cueixiw, Jug, jug, pu — toe, to-uiit, lo-tehao. 

Thejield* breaUte sieeet, tlu; daititt hia oar feel. 
Young loeeri meet, old urives a-mnmng til; 
In every itreet tlute tune* oar ran do greet, 
GnekotB, Jug, Jug, pu — we, to-tvil, to-ioAoo. 
Spring, t!ie tweet ipring. 

Will Sum. By ray troth, they have voices as 
clear as crystal : this is a pratty tJiiii^, if it be for 
nothing but to go a-begging with. 

Sum. Believe me, Ver, but thou art pleiuaiit 
bent; 
Thia humour should import a hanoleBS mind. 
Know'at tliou the reason why I sent for thee ? 

Ver. No, fwth, nor care not whether I do or 

If you will dance a galUard, so it is : if not — 
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Falanfftado, FalangiadOf 
To wear tfu black and yellow, 
Falantado, Falantado, 
My mates are gone, ril/ollowA 

Su3L Nay, stay awhile, we must confer and talk. 
Ver, call to mind I am thy sovereign lord, 
And what thou hast, of me thou hast and hold'st 
Unto no other end I sent for thee, 
But to demand a reckoning at thy hands, 
How well or ill thou hast omplo^'^d my wealtL 

Ver. If that be all, we will not disagree : 
A clean trencher and a napkin you shall have 
presently. 

Will Sum. The truth is, this fellow hath been 
a tapster in his days. 

Ver goes in, and fetcheth out tlie hobby-horse ^ ami 
tlie morris-dance, who dance about. 

Sum. How now 1 is this the reckoning we shall 
have ? 

Wix. My lord, he doth abuse you ; brook it not. 

AUT. Summa totalis, I fear, will prove him but 
a fool. 

Ver. About, about ! lively, put your horse to it, 
rein him harder ; jerk him with your wand : sit 
fast, sit fast, man ! fool, hold up your ladle there. 

Will Sum. brave Hall ! ^ 0, well-said, butcher. 

^ The following passage in Gabriel Harvey's " New Letter 
of Notable Contents, 1593," speaking of Nash, confirms the 
conjecture that Falantado or Falanta was the burden of a 
song or ballad at the time : — " Let him be the Falanta down- 
diddle of rhyme, the hayhohaliday of prose, the welladay of 
new writers, and the cutthroat of his adversaries.'' 

3 The hobby-horse was a basket-horse used in morris-dances 
and May games. See note 37 to Greene's " Tu Quoque. " 

• [Hall, the taborer, mentioned in ** Old Meg of Hereford- 
shire." 1609. See the reprint in ^'Miscellanea Antiqua 
Anglicana," 1816.] 
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Now for the credit of Worceatersliire. The finest 
Bet of niorris'dancers tliiit is bttween tliia and 
Streatham. MaiTy, metlunks there is one of them 
dauceth like a clothier's horse, with a woolpack 
on his back You, friend with tJie hobby-horse, 
go not too fast, for fear of wearing out my lord's 
tile-stones with your bobnail& 

Ver, So, so, so ; trot the ring twice over, and 
away. May it please my lord, this id tlie grand 
capital Bum ; but ther<^ are certain parcels behind, 
as you sliall sue. 

Sum. Nay, nay, no more ; for this is all too 
much, 

Vek. Content yourself; we'll have variety, 

Ilerr tHier three CloWSS and t/nte MaIDS, tinffiuj 
t/fit tuiig, Junciu'j: — 

Trip and go, Ittavt and hat. 
Up and dorni, to andjro: 
From the town to (Ae grovt. 
Two aitd ttvo let ut rovt. 
A vtaning, aplat/ing: 
Love Itallt fio gaxiiaaj/inij ; 
So mtrnlff trip and go. 

Will Sum. Beshrew my heart, of a number of 
ill legs I never saw worse dancers. How ble&s'd 
are you, that the wenches of the parish do not see 
you ! 

Sum. Presumptuous Ver, unctvil-nurtur'd boy) 
Think'st I will be derided thus of thee 1 
Is this th' account and reckoning that thou mak'st I 

Ver. Troth, my lord, to tefl you plain. I can 
give you no other account; nam tfitie kubvi pfr- 
ditli : what I had, I spent on good fellows ; in these 
sports you have seen, whicli are proper to the 
spring, and others of like sort (as giving wenches 
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green gowns,' making garlands for fencers, and 
tricking up children gay), have I bestowed all my 
flowery treasure and flower of my youth. 

Will Sum, A small mattf^r. I know one spent 
in less than a year eight and fifty pounds in mus- 
tanl, and another that ran in debt, in the space 
of four or five year, above fourteen thousand pound 
in lute-strings and grey-ixiiwr,- 

SUM. monstrous uuthrift I who e'er heard the 
like? 
The aea's vast tliroat, in so short tract of time, 
Devoureth nor consumeth lialf so much. 
How well might'st thou Lave liv'd within tliy 
bounds. 

Ver. Wliat, talk you to me of living within my 
bounds ? I tell you none hut asses live within 
their hounda : the eilly beasts, if they be put in a 



' [A vulgar vulloquialiBm for laying a girl on tlie gr^sa.] 
' Hb ran in debt to this amonnl to usoreru, who iiavanL-eJ 
him monej bj giring btm lute-tlriiujt am' gnt/ paptr, wliiub 
he iraH obliged to aell it an enormous Iobs. 'I'liere is a very 
appoaita passage in Nnsh's " Ctriat'H Tcarg over Jeruaalem.'' 
15B3, where ho i« referring to the retort of spendtbrifis 
and prodigals to usurers for supplies : In the first iiiiUnce. 
thej' obtain wliat tbe; desire, " but at the second lime of 
their coming, it is doubtful to say whether they shall have 
mone; or no : the world grows bard, and we are &1I mortal : 
let them make him any aasuranee before a judge, and they 
shall bare some hundred pounds (per conKqutact) iu silks 
and velvets. The third lime If Ihey come, they hkve baser 
commodities; the fourth time lult-tlrrngt and grtg paper; 
and then, [ pray pardon mc, I am not for you : pay me that 
yon owe me, and you shall have anything." 

So also in Greenes and Lodge's " Looking Glass for Lon- 
don and England," Is9i, a gentleman thns addresses a 
nsnrer, in hopes of inducing him to relent: " I pray you, air, 
consider that my Iom was great by the commodity 1 took 
up ; you know, air, 1 borrowed of you forty pounds, whereof 
I had ten pounds in money, and thirly pounds in liitt-tlringi, 
which when I came to sell again, 1 could get but fire pounds 
for them." 
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pasture, that is eaten bare to the veiy earth, and 
where there is uotliing to be hail but thistles, will 
rather fall soberly to those thistles and be hunger- 
starv'J, than they will offer to break their bounils ; 
whereas the lusty courser, if he be in a barren plot, 
and spy better grass in some pasture near adjoin- 
ing, breaks over hedge and ditch, and to go, ere he 
will be iJent in, and not have Ids bellyful. Per- 
adventure, the horses lately sworn to be stolen,' 
carried that youthful mind, who, if they had been 
asses, wouhl have been yet extant, 

Will Sum. Thus, we may see, the longer we 
lire the more we shall learn : I ne'er thought 
honesty an ass till this day. 

Veh. This world is transitory; it was made of 
nothiug, and it must to nothing ; wherefore, if we 
will do the will of our high Creator, whose will it 
is that it pass to nothing, we must help to consume 
it to nothing. Gold is more vile than men : men 
die in thousands and ten thousands, yen, many 
times in hundred thousands, in one battle. If then 
the best husband has been so liberal of his best 
handiwork, to what end should we make much of 
a glittering excrement, or doubt to spend at a 
bauquet as many pounds as he spends men at a 
battle! Methinke I honour Geta, the Boman 
emperor, for a brave-minded fellow ; for he com- 
mauded a banquet to be made liim of all meats 
under the sun, which were served in after the order 
of the alphabet, and the clerk of the kitchen, follow- 
ing the last disb, which was two miles off from the 
foremost, brought him an index of their several 
names. Neither did he pingle, when it was set on 
tiie board, but for the space of three days and 
three nights never rose from the table. 
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\^"iu. Sum. O intolerable lying villain, lliat wns 
never begotten without tlie consent of a whetetoiie ! ' 

SUH. UngrAuioiiB man, liow fondly he argaetti ! 

Veb. Tell me, I pray, wherefore waa gold Uid 
under our feet in the veins of the earth, bnt that 
we ehould contemn it, and tread upon it, and so 
consequently tread thrift under our feet 1 It was 
not known till the iron age, Jonec facinvt invatit 
morlaUi, as the poet saya ; and tlie Scythians 
always detested it. I will prove it thai an un- 
thrift, of any, comes nearest a happy man, in so 
much as he comes nearest to be^ary. Ciccni 
saith, tummtim loj>um consists in omnium rrrum 
vacatinjif, that is, the chiefest felicity that may be 
to rest from all labours. Now who doth so much 
vacare A rebiu, who rests so much, who hath so 
little to do as the beggar t who can sing so merry 
a not», OS be that cannot change a groat 1 ^ Cut 
nil est, ni7 dreit .■ he that hath nothing wants no- 
tliing. On the other side, it is said of the carl, 
Omnia hadeo, Tieeqaiequam habto: I have all things, 
yet want everything. MulU miJii vitio vertunt 
guia fffto, saith Marcus Cato in Aulus Gellius ; at 
tgo illia quia ntqumiU egtre: many upbraid me, 
saith he. liecause I am poor ; but I upbraid thero, 
because they cannot live if tbey be poor.' It is a 

' [3cB CoUier'8 " Bibliop-. C»tjil.," ii. B12. Eitr. from 
Btat. Rep., i. 134, *ndairoodGat iahU" Book of Roxburghe 
BslUdi," 18*7, p. 103.1 

» [The title of an old ballad. Compare Colliers " Extr. 
from SUtlonera' Regiilera," i. 7, 19, aud Uimbnult'B " Book 
of SongH and Ballads," p. S3.] 

' The wards of Aulua Gelliug are these: " Xeque mihi," 
fnqnit, "iHliGcalio, Deque voium, Deque tesMmenium ullam 
est manirprociosaia, neque preciosue aerrua, neque ancilla 
eat ; si quid eat," inqult, " qaod utar, utor : %\ Don est, egeu : 



addit: "V 
ncqu«unt egera. 



per me Dti atque fnii licet." 
io vertunt. quia mulu egeo ; at ego illja quia 
Alli&, lib. xiii. c. 23. 
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common proverb, Binftque mistrqiit, a rioli man ami 
u miserable : nam natura yaveia cKulenla, iioue so 
contented as the poor m»n. Atlmit thnt the 
chiefest liappinesa were not rest or ease, but know- 
ledge, as Herillua, AlcitlamuB, and many of Socrates' 
followers atBrm ; why paupertas nmnfi periiocei artei, 
poverty instructs a man in nil arts ; it mokes a man 
hardy and venturous, and therefore is it called of 
the poets pavpfrtat audax, valiant poverty. It is 
not so much subject to iiiorilinat* desires as wealth 
nr prosperity. Non kabtt, utule einm pavpaiat 
jMisatt amortm : ' poverty hath not ivherewitlial to 
feed lust. All the poets were beggars ; all alche- 
mists and all philnsophers are bcggarsi Omnia mra 
mecum porto, qnotli Bias, when he had nothing but 
bread and cheese in a leathern bag, and two or 
three books in his bosom. Saint Francis, a holy 
saint, and never had any money. It is madness to 
iloat npon muck. That young man of Athene, 
v£1ianus makes mention of, may be an example to 
us, who doated so extremely on the image ot For- 
Hme, that when he might not enjoy it, he died for 
sorrow. The earth yields all her fruits togetlier, 
and why should we not spend them together 1 I 
thank heavens on my knees, that have made me 
an untbrift.* 

Sum. O vanity itself: O wit ill-spent I 

'0'rid"Beni. Am."1.7*P. 

■ Nuh (eeniB, frun Tnriou* parts of bis irorica, to hkve 
been well rend in what are cnUeil, though not very properly 
in EngliBb, the liarlcaque poela of luly. Thia pni«« of 
poverty In ibo reply of Ver to the Mcaaation of Sammer is 
one proof of hit acqusinlance with Uiem. See "C'apitolo 
Bopra repitelo della porerta. & MeHser Carlo Cappoiii," by 
Malteo Kranwai in tlis Kime HaceToli del Berni, Copetta, 
Pranceei, &c , rol. ii. p^ iS. Kdit. ViMtiu. IttuD— 
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So fltudy thousands not to mend their lives, 
But to maintain the sin they most affect, 
To be hell's advocates 'gainst their own souls. 
Ver, since thou giv'st such praise to beggary, 
And Last defended it so valiantly. 
This be thy penance : thou shalt ne'er appear 
Or come abroad, hut Lent shall wait on thee ; 
His scarcity may countervail thy waste. 
Kiut may dourish, but finds want at last. 
Take him away that knoweth no good way. 
And lead him the next way to woe and want. 

[Exit Vek. 
Thus in the paths of knowleilge many stray, 
And from the means of life fetch their decay. 

Will Sum. Heigho. Here is a coil indeed to 
bring beggars to stocks. I promise you truly I 
was almost asleep ; I thought I had been at a ser- 
mon. Well, for this one night's exhortation, I vow, 
by God's grace, never to be good husband while I 
live. But what is this to the purpose t " Hur 
come to Powl," as the Welshman says, " and hur 
pay an halfpenny for hur seat, and bur hear the 
preacher talg, and hur talg very well, by gis ; ' but 
yet a cannot make her laugh : go to a theatre and 
hear a Queen's Fice, and he make hur laugh, and 
laugh hur belly full." So we come hither to laugh 
and he merry, and we hear a filthy, beggarly oration 
in the praise of beggary. It is a beggarly poet that 
writ it ; and that makes liim so much commend it, 
because he knows not how to mend himself. Well, 
rather than he shall have no employment hut lick 
dishes, I will set him a work myself, to write in 
praise of the art of stooping, and how there never 
was any famous thresher, porter, brewer, pioneer, 
or carpenter that had straight back. Eei>air to 
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my chamber, poor fellow, wlien the play is dono, 
aiiil thou ehalt see whut I will say to tliee. 

Sum, Vertumnus, call Solatitiura. 

Ver. SoUtitium, come into the court : without, 
pence there below! mako room for Master 
SoUtitium. 



Enter SoiSTirrOM, like an aged htnnit, carrying a 
pair of balance*, mlh an honr-jftatt in eiiher of 
them — oiie hnur-gtam ukiU, the oilier litack: fu 
it brought in. by a aumher of Sliepkerdt, playing 
upon reeorJer*.^ 

Sol. All hail to Summer, my dread sovereign 
lord. 

Sdm. Welcome, SoUtitium : thou art one of them, 
To whose good hiiabandry we have referr'd 
Part of those small revenues that we have. 
AVbat hast thou giuti'd ua 1 what bust thou brought 
inl 

Sol. Alas, my lord I what gave you me to keep 
But a few day's-eyea ° in my prime of youth ) 
And those I have converted to white hairs ; 
I never loVd ambitiously to climb. 
Or thrust my hand too far into the fire, 

' Sir J. Hswkin*, in Us " Hint. Music." \v. 479, contends 
that tUe rKonUr wu tha same inairument Rg that we ddw 
term s jliiKo'rt ■ Souie have maintained that it ii tbe^uft, 
(Scu Dyce's " Gloswrj '' to hia second edit, of Shifceapeare, 

■ Chaacer [if at leut be bad anfthin; to do with llie 
poem.] tranalain dajft-t^, or liairy, into margar^t in 
rrcnc^h, in the folloTing ataoza from hit " Flower tnd the 
Leif"- 

10 Uiej rarilDfd swrlchon 
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To be in heaven, sure, is a blees'd thing ; 
But Atlas-hke to prop heaven on one's biick, 
Cannot but ha more ikbour than delight. 
Such is tlie state of men in honour ploc'il ; 
They are gold veesek made for servile uses ; 
High trees that keep the weather from low houses, 
But cannot shield the tempest from themselves. 
I love to dwell betwixt the hills and dales ; 
Neither to be so great to be envied, 
Nor yet so poor the world should pity me. 
Inter ulrnmque (me, medio lutiuimut ibU.^ 

Sum. What dost thou with those balances thou 
bear'st t 

Sol. In them I weigh the day and night alike : 
This wliite glass is the hour-glass of the day, 
This black one the just measure of the night. 
One more thui other holdeth not a grain ; 
Both serve time's just proportion to maintain. 

Sum. I like thy moderation wondrous well ; 
And this thy balance- weighing, the white glass 
And black, with equal poise and steadfast hand, 
A pattern is to princes and great men. 
How to weigh ail estates indifferently ; 
The spiritualty and temporally alike : 
Neither to be too prodigal of smiles. 
Nor too severe in frowning without cause. 
If you be wise, you monarchs of the eArth, 
Have two such glasses still before your eyes ; 
Think as you have a wliite glass nuiuing on, 
tiood days, friends, favour, and all things at beck, 
tSo this white glass run out (as out it will) 
The black comes next ; your downfall is at hand. 

1 Nrub ae«ini often to baro quoted from nvmorj. and 
h«re lie has eilhct conpleil psrta of Lwo line*, so as to muke 
one. or he has inrentcd n Mginning lo the ending of Ovid's 
■'Metam.," iL 137. [TBa author seems merely to haye 
introduced scrlipB of Litin, wilhout raucb regard to tlieir 
juxtapaeilioii.] 



\ 
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Take thia of me, for somewliRt I have trieJ ; 
A mighty ebb follows a mighty tide. 
But say, Solstitium, haAst thou nought besides I 
Nought but day's-eyes and fair looks gave I thee? 

Sol. Nothing, my lord, nor aught more did I 
ask. 

Suu. But hadst thou always kept thee in my 
sight, 
Thy good deserts, though silent, would havp jisk'd. 

Sol. Deserts, my lord, of aucient servitors 
Are like old sores, which may not be ripp'd up. 
Such use these times have got, that none lutist beg. 
But those that have young limbs to lavbh fast. 

SUJI, I grieve no more regard was liad of thee : 
A little sooner badsl thou spoke to me. 
Thou hadst been heard, but now the time is past : 
Death woiteth at the door for thee and ue. 
Let us go measure out our beds in clay ; 
Nought but good deeds hence shall we bear avay. 
Be, as thou wert, best steward of my hours, 
And BO return into thy country bow'rs. 

[litre Solstitium yw* oul wU/t his miiiic. 

Will Sum. Fie, fie, of honesty. Re ! Solstitium 
8 au ass, perdy, this play is a gallimaufry, t'etth 
me some drink, somebody. What cheer, what 
iheer, my hearts 1 Are not you thirsty with 
listening to this dry sport 1 What have we to do 
with scales and hour-glasses, except we were 
bakers or clock-keepcra ) I cannot t«ll how other 
men are addicted, but it is against my profession 
to use any scales but such as we play at with a 
bowl, or keep any hours but dinner or siipjwr. It 
is a j>edantical thing to respect times aud seasons : 
if a man be drinking with good fellows late, ho 
must come home for fear the gates be shut : when 
I am in my warm bed, I must rise to prayers, 
because the bell rings. I like no sue]) foolish 

vol. VIIL G 
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customs. Actors, bring now a blafk jack and a 
rtmiUet of libeniBli Trine, disputing of the antiquity 
of red noses : let the Prodigal Child ' coiue ill in 
his doublet and hose all greasy, his sliirt hanging 
forth, and ne'er a penny in his piirse, and talk 
what a fine thing it is to walk summerly, or sit 
whistling under a hedge, and keep hogs. Go for- 
ward, in grace and virtue to proceed, but let us 
have no more of these grave matters. 

Sum. VerliminuB, wUI Sol come before us ) 

VeR. Sol, Sol; «(, re. mi, fa, loU^ 
Come to churcb, while the bell toll. 

EhUt SOLSTITIUM vert/ richly attired, with a noUt of 
musicians t'/we him, 

Sl'si. Ay, marry, here comes majesty in pomp, 
Hespleudent Sol, chief planet of the heavens I 
He is our servant, looks he ne'er so big, 

Sou My liege, what crav'st thou at thy vassal's 
liands 1 

Strar. Hypocrisy, how it can change his shape ! 
How base m pride from his own dunghill put 1 
How I have rais'd thee, Sol, I list not tell, 
Out of tho ocean of adversity, 
To sit in height of honour's glorious heaven, 
To be the eyesore of aspiring eyes : 
To give the day her life from thy bright looks, 
And let nought thrive upon the face of earth. 
From which thou shalt withdraw thy powerful 

smiles. 
What liast thou done, deserving such high grace } 



' [A eommon mliject at shoira.] 

' lAjeii-dc-molt on tb« acale in music and tlie Latin word 

» [Some pla» on words u here prolmbly meant. Lyavn 
qoui ese-tuar.] 
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What indnstry or ineritorious toil 

Canst thou produce to prove my gift well-placed 1 

Some service or sume profit I exiwct : 

None is promuted but for some respect. 

Sol. My lord, what need these terms betwixt 
us two ) 
TJpbraidiug iU-beseema your bouuteous mind : 
I do you honour for advancing me. 
Why, 'tis a ci-edit for your excellence 
To have so great a subject as I am : 
This is your glory and magnificence. 
That, without stooping of your mightiness. 
Or taking any whit from your high slate, 
Vou cau make one as miglity as yourself. 

AUT. arrogance exceediDg idl belief! 
Summer, my lord, this saucy upstart Jack, 
That now dotli rule the chajiot of the sun. 
And makes all stars derive their light from him, 
la a most base, insinuating slave, 
The sum ' of parsimony and disdain ; 
One that will sliine on friends and foes alike, 
Tlial under brightest smiles hideth black show'rs 
Whose envious breath doth dry up springs and lake 
And burns the grass, that beasts can get no food. 

Win. No dunghill hath so vile an excremeut. 
But with hia beama he will thenceforth exhale. 
The fens and quagmires tithe to him their filth : 
Forth purest mines he siickB a gainful dross. 
Green ivy-bushes at the viutuePs doors 
He withers, and devoureth all their sap. 

Act. Lascivious and intemperate be is : 
The wrong of Daphne is a well-known tale. 
Each evening he descends to Thetis' lap. 
The while men think ho bathes him in the sea. 
0, but wheu he retumeth whence he came 
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Down to the west, then dawns his deity, 
Then doubled is the swelling of his looks. 
He overloads his car with orient gems, 
And reins his fiery horses with rich pearl. 
He terms himself the god of poetry. 
And setteth wanton songs unto the lute. 

Win. Let him not talk, for he hath words at will, 
And wit to make the baldest ^ matter good. 

Sum. Bad words, bad wit ! O, where dwells 
faith or truth ] 
111 usury my favours reap from thee. 
Usurping Sol, the hate of heaven and earth. 

Sol. u envy unconfuted may accuse. 
Then innocence must uncondemned die. 
The name of martyrdom offence hath gain'd 
When fury stopp'd a froward judge's ears. 
Much I'll not say (much speech much folly shows) : 
Wliat I have done you gave me leave to do. 
The excrements you bred whereon I feed ; 
To rid the earth of their contagious fumes. 
With such gross carriage did I load my beam 
I burnt no grass, I dried no springs and lakes ; 
I auck'd no mines, I withered no green boughs, 
But when to ripen harvest I was forc*d 
To make my rays more fervent than I wont. 
For Daphne's wrongs and 'scapes in Thetis' lap, 
All gods are subject to the like mishap. 
Stars .daily fall ('tis use is all in all), 
And men account the fall but nature's course. 
Vaunting my jewels hasting to the west, 
Or rising early from the grey-ey'd morn, 
What do I vaunt but your large bountyhood. 
And show how liberal a lord I serve ] 
Music and poetry, my two last crimes. 
Are those two exercises of delight, 
Wherewith long labours I do weary out. 

* [Old copy, baddeH.] ' 
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The dying awau is not forbid to sing : 
The wavea of Hebrus ^ play'd on Orpheus' strings, 
When he (sweet music's trophy) was destroy'd. 
And as for poetry, words'" eloquence 
(Dead Phaeton's three eistera' funeral tears 
That by the gods were to Electruin turn'd), 
Not flint or rock, of icy cinders flam'd, 
Deny the force * of silver-falling streams. 
Envy enjoyeth poetry's unrest :* 
111 vain 1 plead ; well is to me a fault, 
And these my words seem the sleight'' web of art. 
And Dot to have the taste of sounder trutli. 
Let none but fools be car'd for of the wise : 
Knowledge' own children knowledge most despise. 
Sum. 'Thou know'st too much to know to keep 
the mean : 
He that sees all things oft sees not himself. 
The Thames is witness of thy tyranny, 
Whose waves thou dost exhaust for winter show'rs. 
The naked channel 'plains her of thy spite. 
That laid'st her entrails unto open sight." 

' [Old copy, ffihtr.] 
' The quarU) rcadi — 

II ii no doubl a imaprint fot viortit' doqiirna, or ibo e\o- 
quenoo o£ wurda. 

* [Uld copy, lource. The cmendatian wns 8Uggci(«d iiy 
CoUwr.] 

* [Former ediw.^ 

And so the t',] 

* (Old copy, tligltl.] 

* On lliis subject Uamden IcIIa us : " There woa both this 
mmer (1592) bhiI the lost m> great ■ droiighl all Eng-land 

. er, thai the Geldi were burnl, and the fonntains dried up. 
■od k great man; beuls perUh'd eTerynbere far want oC 
water. The Tbames likewise, the noblest river of all Bri- 
tain, and which has si full and lur^ a tide u any in 
Korope (for it flow) twice a da; »i>ove aixty milci froio the 
and reccivra an increase froiu the mixture of 
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UnprofitaLly borne to man and beast, 
Which like to Nilus yet doth hide his head, 
Some few years since ^ thou lett'st o'erflow these 

walks, 
And in the horse-race headlong ran at race. 
While in a cloud thou hidd'st thy bumin;; face. 
Where was thy care to rid contagious filth, 
When some men wet-shod (with his waters) 

droop'dl- 
Others that ate the eels his heat cast up 
Sicken'd and died by them impoisoned. 
Sleptest, or kept'st thou then Admetus' sheep, 
Tliou drov'st not back these flowings of the deep 1 
Hou The winds, not I, have floods and tides in 

chase. 
Diana, whom our fables call the moon, 
Only commandeth o'er the raging main : 
She leafls his wallowing offspring up and down. 
She waning, all streams ebb : in the year 
She was eclipsM, when that the Thames was bare. 
Su»L A bare conjecture, builded on per-haps.^ 
In laying thus the blame upon the moon. 
Thou imitat'st subtle Pythagoras 
Who, what he would the people should believe, 
TIm; same he wrote with blood upon a glass. 
And tum'd it opposite 'gainst the new moon. 
Whose Ixjams, reflecting on it with full force, 



many other iitrcamg and rivers with it)^ was, however, sank 
to that dc^co (to the wonder of all men) on the 5th Sep- 
tember, that a man might ride over it near London Bridge, 
so shallow was the channel.'* 

^ [There seems to be no acconnt of this flood, unless it 
was that which occurred in the autumn of 1579. Sec Stow's 
"Annals," edit. 1«15, fol. 686, and Collier's " Extr. from 
Hint Iteg.," ii. 105. There was nUo a great partial flood in 
1571 ; but it is not mentioned as having affected the 
ThaniOH.] 

* I *.r., Persons who bad drunk the Thames water fell ill.] 

• [OUCSSCB.J 
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Show'd all those lines to them that stood bohiuJ, 
Most iilainly writ in circlu of the moon : 
And then lie said : not I, but the new moon, 
Fnir Cynthia, persuades you this and that. 
"VVitk like collusion shalt thou now blind me ; 
But for abusing both the moon and me 
Long shalt thou be eclipsed by the moon, 
And long in darkness live and see no light — 
Away with him, his doom hath no reverse ! 

Sol. What is eclijis'd will one day sliine a^in : 
Though wintor frowns, the sjniug will eaau my 

Time from the Iwow dotU wipe out every stain. 

[£j^ Sot. 
WiU' Svu. I think the sun is not so long in 
passing through the twelve signs, as the son of a 
fool hath been disputing here about luid I wi»l.^ 
Out of doubt, the j>oot is bribed of some that have 
a mess of cream to eat, before my lord go to bed 
yet, to hold him Iialf the uight with ralT-ratf of the 
rumming of Elinor.^ If I can t«ll what it means, 
pray GeS I may never get breakfast more, when I 
am hungry. Troth, I am of opinion he is one of 
those hieroglyphical writers, tliat by the figures of 
lieoets, plants, and of stones, express the mind, as 
we do in A B C ; or one that writes nnder hair, 
as I have beard of a certaiu notary, Histiteus,' 

I BaH I vitt a had I tioK^it ; and the words ar« ofton 
met with lu the reproof of imprude&M. So afMtwsrds 
a^In in this pity — 






i] on JMJ 7 wfM," 



* Skelton wrote a humDrons doggrel pieoo cslled the 
" Tunning of Elinor Itummin," which Is here nlludsd ("», 

* TliU anecilate is from Aulus Gclliiu, " Noct. Attic," 

"Asiim tune l«ne1«l imperio rei nsrius: is Hittiieut, 
cum in Perals apod IWIuni wsct, ArlsUgnric cuipiuu Tea 
qoiuditm occulUs nantiarg lurtivo surlpto volobst : commi- 
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wlio, following Dariua in the Persian ward, and 
desirous to (lisclosc aomo secrets of import to bis 
friend Aristngoras, that dwelt afnr off, found out 
this means. He had a servant, that had been long 
sick of a pain in his eyes, whom, under pretence 
of curing hia malady, he shaved from one aide of 
his head to the other, and with a soft pencil wroto 
upon hia scalp (as on parchment) the discourse of 
his business, the fellow all tlie while imagining his 
master had done nothing but 'noint his head with 
a feather. After this he kept him secretly in his 

niscitur opertum hoc litenrum adminnitalii. Secro 8ua 
dill oculos aj^oH habenti uaplllum ci capite omni, tanquam 
mciteadi gratia, dcniilit, caputque ejm lere in litcrarun 
farmnl compuagil. : Ilia Uteria, tjiite .volucrat, peraeripsit : 
homiQem poatea, quoad cspillus adoleaceret, domo contl- 
Duil: uU id factum eat, ire ad Ari»Ui^n»njubet: el cum 
ad earn, inqait, veneris, muadawe me dieilo, ut caput tuum, 
(icut uuper sgomet foci, deradst. Servus ut imperalum 
entl, »d Ariitagomm rcall, mundatumque domini aS'ert ; 
aCi^uB ille id non ease ftUBtra ratus, quad erat mandatuni, 
fecit : ita litencperlatio aunt." 

HerodotuB " Terpa," c. 35, tetla the glory somewhat dilTc- 
rently. The follamiig is Mi Beloe'a translation of it : — 

"Whilst he waa iti this perpleiilj, a meeseoger arrived 
from HiatitEus at Suaa, who brought nith him an enpreas 
command to revolt, the particulars of which were impreaaed 
in legible characlcra upon hia akult. Hiatiaiua was desirous 
to communicate his intentians to ArislogurM ; but aa tlie 
trays were strictly guarded, he conid devise no other method. 
He therefore tooh uno of the most faithful of hia slaves, and 
iascrJ bed what we have menlioaed upon hia akull. being 
first shaved; he detained tbe man till hia hair was a^in 
grown, when he sent him to Miletus, desiring him to be as 
expeditious w possible: AHstagoraa being reijuested lo 
examine his skull, he discoirered the charaeters which com- 
manded him to commence a revolt. To this mcnsiire Hin- 
tiaiuB was induced hj the vexation he experienced from his 
captivity at Suaa." 

It la pretty erident that Nnab took Aulus OeIIius aa hia 
aotbority, from the iasertiou of the circumsUmce of tha 
defective right of tbe servant, which certsiuly is important, 
■• sivlng UistiaHis aa excuse for shaving his head. 
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teat, till Lis hair vas soin<^what grovn, and theu 
willeil him to go to Arii^tagoms into the couutiy, 
anil bid liitn shave liiin as he had done, and he 
should have perfect remedy. He did bo, Anstagoraa 
shaved hini with liis own bands, read his tricud's 
letler, and when he had done, washed il out, that no 
man should perceive it else, and sent him home to 
buy him a niglitcap. If I wist there were any such 
knavery, orPeterBales'sbrachygraphy,' under Sol's 

' Pcitcr Bales, wlio i> here immorUliied, has aiaa received 
hoaounilili] mviitinu in HolinahQil'i Cbianiclc. He wan 
•upposed b; Eveljin to ba ilie inventor of abort hand, but 
tlmt art waa diworvreU aain« yeare earlier by Dr Timothy 
Brij:lil, who is better known ai the antbor of " A Treatiie 
oE Mckpclioly." which wu first publiibed in 1630. Bales 
waa born in 1517, and auiy of the incidenU of bis life faD*e 
came down to ub ; tor while the lives of poeta and pbilixa- 
phen are leFt in obacnrity, tli« Importaat achiercmenta of a 
wrlting-ma«Wrara delailed by contfaporariea with laborious 
Bcvuru^y. Ur D'tsraeti, in liie " Cnriositiei of Lilorature," 
bat Doi scrupled to devote many pages to Balea's conleaM for 
supcriorlly wilh ■ rival penman of the name of Johnaan. 
Bales waa the improver of Dr Bri^ht's syalcta, and, acconl- 
iug In hia own account in hit " Writing Schoolmnaler," he 
was aide to keep pace with a moderate speaker. He aeema 
to have beeu engaged in public life, by acting as secrelaiy 
where caligraphy was reqalred ; and he was at length 
accused of being ooneemsd in the plot of Lord Eaiex ; but 
he was nfierwards vindicated, and puniBheil hia acciiHr. 
The greatesl perfonnanM, that in nhicli bia exalted fatno 
may moat aecurcly rest, was the writing of (ho Lord's 
Prayer, Creed, Decalogue, with two Latin prafcrs, in the 
compass of a penny. Brachygraphy bad arriveil at eon- 
sidetable peifeetion sooa after Ifleil, and in Webster's 
" Devil's Law Cose," there is • irial soone, in which lbs fol- 
lowing is part of the dialogue — 




Ho SriKMvra|f4f^lticQ » Mkt diH». 

ntve toar .cuny |Huo|AlitU and lenl ballads 
a prueutlr - 
In IIvywaa<l's " Flessont Dialogues anil Dnmas," lOSj, 
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bushy hair, I would have a barber, my host of the 
Murrion's Head, to be his interi)reter, who would 
whet his razor on his Kichmond cap, and give him 
the terrible cut like himself, but he would come as 
near as a quart pot to the construction of it. To 
be sententious, not superfluous, Sol should have 
been beholding to the barber, and not to the beard- 
master.^ Is it pride that is shadowed under this 
two-legg'd sun, that never came nearer heaven than 
Dubber's hill 1 That pride is not my sin, Sloven's 
Hall, where I was bom, be my record. As for 
covetousness, intemperance, and exaction, I meet 
with nothing in a whole year but a cup of wine for 
such vices to be conversant in. Pergite porro, my 
good children,^ and multiply the sins of your ab- 
surdities, till you come to the full measure of the 
grand hiss, and you shall hear how we shall purge 
rheum with censuring your imperfections. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Orion. 

Ver. Orion, Urion, Arion ; 
My lord thou must look upon. 
Orion, gentleman dog-keeper, huntsman, come into 
the court : look you bring all hounds and no ban- 
he complains that some persons by stenography had drawn 
the plot of his play, and pat it into print ; but he adds 
(which certainly does not tell mnch in favour of the perfec- 
tion of the art as then practised) that it was '' scarce one 
word true." 

Mn the margin opposite ''Sol should have l)een behold- 
ing to the barber, and not to the beard-master," the words 
** Imherbia Apollo, a beardless poet," are inserted in the 
marsrin. 

'-^ From what is 8aid here, and in other parts of the play, 
we may conclude that it was performed cither by the chil- 
dren of St Paul'H, of the Queen's Chapel, or of the Revels. 
Afterwards Will Summer, addresaing the performers, says 
to them : ** Learn of him, you dtminvtire vrcluna, how to 
behave yourselves in your vocationB," &c. The epilogue is 
spoken by a little boy, who Bits on Will Summer's knee, and 
who, after it is delivered, is carried out. 
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dogs. Peace there, that we may hear their horns 
blow. 



EiUer Orion like a huntevy with a horn about his 
neck, all hi* men after tike same sort hallooing 
and blowing their Iu)rns. 

Orion. Sirrah, was't thou that calVd us from 
our game 1 
How durst thou (being but a petty god) 
Disturb me in the entrance of my sports ? 

Sum. Twas I, Orion, caus*d thee to bo call'd. 

Orion. 'Tis I, dread lord, that humbly will obey. 

Sum. How happ'st thou leftist the heavens to 
hunt below ] 
As I remember thou wert Hyrieus' ^ son. 
Whom of a huntsman Jove chose for a star. 
And thou art calPd the Dog-star, art thou not 7 

AUT. Please it, your honour, heaven's circum- 
ference 
Is not enough for him to hunt and range. 
But with those venom-breathed curs he leads, 
He comes to chase health from our earthly bounds. 
Each one of those foul-mouthed, mangy dogs 
Governs a day (no dog but hath his day) ; * 
And all the days by them so govenied 
The dog-days hight ; infectious fosterers 
Of meteors from carrion that arise. 
And putrified bodies of dead men, 
Are they engenderM to that ugly shape, 
Being nought else but [ill-] preserved corruption. 
'Tis these that, in the entrance of their reign, 
The plague and dangerous agues have brought in. 



^ [See Keightlcv'g **Mvthology of Ancient Greece and 
Italy," p. 411, edit. 1854.] 
' [In allasion to the proyerb.] 
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They arre ^ and bark at night against the moon. 
For fetching in fresh tides to cleanse the streets. 
They vomit flames and blast the ripen'd fruits : 
They are death's messengers unto all those 
That sicken, while their malice beareth sway. 

Orion. A tedious discourse built on no ground. 
A silly fancy, Autumn, hiist thou told, 
Which no philosophy doth warrantise, 
No old-received poetry confirms. 
I will not grace thee by refuting thee ; 
Yet in a jest (since thou rail'st so *gainst dogs) 
I'll siyeak a word or two in their defence. 
That creature's best that comes most near to men ; 
That dogs of all come nearest, thus I prove : 
First, they excel us in all outward sense. 
Which no one of experience will deny : 
They hear, they smell, they see better than we. 
To come to speech, they have it questionless. 
Although we understand them not so well. 
They bark as good old Saxon as may be, 
And that in more variety than we. 
For they have one voice when they are in cliase : 
Another when they wrangle for their meat : 
Another when we beat them out of doors. 
That they have reason, this I will allege ; 
They choose those thmgs that are most fit for 

them, 
And shun the contrary all that they may.^ 
They know what is for their own diet best. 
And seek about for't very carefully. 
At sight of any whip they run away, 

^ Arre\B meant to indicate the snarling of a dog. 

- So Machiavclli, iu his complete poem, *' Dell' Asino 
d*Oro/' makes the Hog, who is maintaining the superiority 
of the brute creation to man, say of beasts in general — 

*<QuesU mn meglior osar color chc sanno 
Sens' ultra disHMpIiaa per se stesso 
S«gmr lor b«u£ el evitar lor daniio." — Cop. viii. 



I 
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As runs a thief from noise of hue and cry. • 

Nor live they on the sweat of others' brows, 

But have their trades to get their liviug with — 

Hunting and coneycatching, two fine arts. 

Yea, there be of them, aa there be of men, 

Of every occupation more or less : 

Some carriers, and they fetch ; some watermen. 

And they will dive and swini when you bid them ; 

Some butchers, and they worrj' sheep by night ; 

Some cooks, and they do nothing hut turu siiits. 

Chrysippus bolds dogs are logicians. 

In that, by study and by canvassing, 

They can distinguish 'twixt three several things : 

As when he cotnetli where three broad ways meet, 

And of those tliree hath stay'il at two of ihem. 

By whicli he guesseth that the game went not. 

Without more jiause he runneth on the third ; 

Which, as Chrysippus aaith, insinuates 

As if ho reason'd thus within himself: 

Either he went this, that, or yonder way, 

But neither that nor yonder, therefore this. 

But wliether they logicians be or no, 

Cynics tliey are, for they will snarl and bite ; 

Kight courtiers to flatter and to fawn ; 

Valiant to set upon the[ir] enemies ; 

Most faithful and most constant to their friends. 

Nay, they are wise, as Homer witneseeth 

Who, Ulking of Ulysses' coming home, 

Stuth all his household but Argus his dog 

Had quite forgot him : ay, liis deep insight ' 

Nor Pallas' art in altering his shape, 

Nor his base weeds, nor absence twenty years, 

Could go beyond or any way delude. 

That dogs physicians are, thus I infer ; 

They are ne'er sick, but they know their disease. 

And find out means to ease them of their griuf ; 

' [Old copy, /, and hU dttp tiwiffAf-] 
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Sl>ecial good surgeons to cure dangerous wounde : 
For, Eti'icken with a stoke Into the tieah. 
This policy they use to get it out : 
They trail one of their feet upon the ground, 
And gnaw tiie flesh about where the wound is 
Till it be clean drawn out : and then, becauu 
Ulcere and aoree kept foul are hardly uur'd, 
They lick and purify it with tlieir tongue. 
And well observe Hippoerutes' old rule, 
The only medicine for the foot ia rest : 
For if they have the least hurt in their feet, 
They bear them up and look they be not stiir'd. 
When iiumoiirs rigo, they eat a sovereign herb, 
^\Tiereby what cloys their stomacha they cast 

up; 
And as some wnters of experience tell. 
They were the first invented vomiting. 
Sham'st thou not, Autumn, unadviseilly 
To Blander such rare creatures as they be I 

Sum. We cali'd thee not, Orion, to this end, 
To tell a story of dogs' qualities. 
With all thy hunting how are we enrich'd J 
What tribute ^lay'st thou us for thy high place 1 

Orion. Uliat tribute should I pay you out of 
nought I 
Hunters do hunt for pleasure, not for gain. 
Wliile dog-days last, the harvest safely thrives ; 
The sun bums hot to finish up fruits' growth ; 
There is no blood-letting to make men weak. 
Physicians in their Cataposia 
Or little Eiinctoria, 
Maeticatoi-um, and Cataplasmata : 
Their gargarisms, clysters, and pitch'd-cloths, 
Their jierfumea, syrups, and their triacles, 
Befrain to poison the sick patients. 
And dare not minister, till I be out. 
Then none will bathe, and so are fewer drown'd. 
All lust ia perilaome, therefore less ua'd ! 
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In brief, the year without nie cannot staniL 
Summer, 1 am thy Btaff and thy right hnnd. 

Sum. a broken staff, a, kine right hand 1 had. 
If thou wert all the stay tlial held me up, 
A'ihU violeiilam jterpetuiim. 
No violence that liveth to old age, 
lU-goveru'd star, thai never bod'st good luck, 
I banish thee a twelvemonth and a day 
Forth of my presence ; come not in my sight, 
Nor show thy head bo much aa in the night. 

Obion. I am content: though hujitlng be not 
out, 
We will go Iinnt in hell for better hap. 
One parting blow, my hearts, unto our frienda, 
To bid the fields and huntsmen alt fareweU. 
ToBS up your bugle-horna unto the stars : 
Toil findeth ease, peace follows aft*r wars. [Exil, 
[Hfrt thty go out, Uownug their hortu, and 
halloointf as Ouy came in. 

Will Sum. Faith, this scene of Orion is right 
prandium, eaninum, a dog's dinner which, as it is 
without wine, sa here's a coil about dogs without 
wit. If I had thought the ship of fools ' would 
have stay'd to take m fresh water at the Isle of 
Dogs, I would have furnish'd it with a whole 
kennel of collections to the purpose. I have had 
a dog myself, that would dream and talk in hia 
sleep, turn round like Ned fool, and sleep all night 
in a porridge-jKit, Mark but the skirmish between 
Sixpence and the fox, and it is miraculous how 
tliey overcome one another in honourable courtesy. 
The fox, though he wears a chain, mns as though 
lie were free ; mocking us (as it is a crafty beast), 
because we, having a lord and master to attend 
on, run about at our pleasures, like maaterless men. 

liip ot Foulfl," 
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Young Sixpence, the best pAge his master hath, 

iilays a little, and retires. I warrant lie will not 
>e far out of the way when his master goes to 
ilintier. Learn of him, yon diminutive nruhins, 
how to behave joiirselves in yonr vocation ; take 
not up your standings in a nut-tree, when you 
should be waiting on my lord's trencher. Snoot 
but a bit at butts; play hut a span at points. 
Whatever you do, mtnifrtto mori — rcmtmber to 
rise betimes in the morning. 

Sxm. Vertumnns, call Harvest. 

Ver. Harvest, by west and by north, l)y south 
and by east. 
Show thyself like a beast. 

Goodman Harvest, yeoman, come in and say 
what you can. Boom for the scythe and the sickle 
there. 



Jintcr Harvest, wUh a teythe on hit nti-t, and all 
hi* TtaptTt with ticklai, and a great btaek hotel 
with a pouet in it, borne be/ore him : tiiei/ come 
in nnffinff. 

Tlu Song. 

Merrji, merry, mtrry ; eJiftry, cheery, cheery, 

Trotoi the black bout ^ to me; 
Iley dfrry, derry, mtk a poup and a lerry, 

I'll trowt it again to lltee : 



I 



' So in " the second tliree-man's sonp," prefixed 
kert "Shoemaker'* Holiday," 1000, tlioogh in o 
llie bow] wsa black, in the other tnnen— 



9Dek- 



It leemfl probable that this van a harveet-honie eana, 
lunally sung by reapers in Ihe country : the chorua or bur- 
den, " Hooky, hooky." ke. ie sljll heard in totne parts of 
the kingdom, with this VI 
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llookif, hoohtf, wt have tltorn, 

And vre have bound. 
And v>e have brovght Ilarvtit 

Ilomt to towi. 

Mum. Harvest, the bailiff of iny liUBbanilry, 
^Vllat plenty hast thou heapVl into our bartiH 1 
I hope Uiou bast sped well, thou art so blithe. 
Har, Siwd well or ill, sir, I drink to yoii on the 
saine. 
Is your throat clear to lielp us Ging, ffonky, Itooiyl 
[Here they all tiny a/Ur him. 

Hooky, Iwoky, we have thorn. 

And we have hovnd; 
And we have brought Harvett 

Horn* to toun, 

AUT. Thou Corydon, why answer'st not di- 
rect) 

ILut. Answer i why, friend, I am no tapst«r, to 
say, Anon, anon, sir:' but leave you to molest 
me, goodnian tawny-leavea, for fear {aa the pro- 
verb says, leave is light) so I mow off all your 
leaves with my scythe. 

Win, Mock not and mow * not too long ; you 
were best not,* 
For fear we whet your scythe upon your pate. 



"Hoskr. bsoky. weh 



'* iHiiuf ht the hwTu 



ap," 

Wliicli is an improTcment, inumucli u harTCiU aie not 
bruumhl home to fount. 

■ SluikespeuT has sufficientlj ehowa lh!s ia the chuaclcr 
of Frsncia, tlie dnwer, in " Henr; IV. Part I." 

' |A piny on tbe double meatiiii); oE th« word]. 

* In the original cop; this negative ia b; tume accident 
IbruBl into (Iid ncii line, m u to dectro; at once ibc mclre 
anil tbe meaning, ll is alill too ranch ia the first Ijaa. 
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Sum. Since tliou art so perverse in answering. 
Harvest, hear what complaints are brought to me. 
Thou art accused by the public voice 
For an engrosser of the common store ; 
A carl that hast no conscience nor remorse, 
But dost impoverish the fruitful earth, 
To make thy gamers rise up to the heavens. 
To whom giv'st thoul who feedeth at thy board 1 
No alms, but [an] unreasonable ^in 
Digests what thy huge iron teeth devour : 
Small beer, coarse bread, the hind^s and beggar's 

cry, 
Whilst thou withholdest both the malt and flour, 
And giv'st us bran and water (fit for dogs). 

Har. Hooky, hooky ! if you were not my lord, 
I would say you lie. First and foremost, you say 
I am a grocer. A grocer is a citizen : I am no 
citizen, therefore no grocer. A hoarder up of 
grain : that's false ; for not so mucli for my elbows 
eat wheat iBvery time I lean upon them.^ A carl : 
that is as much as to say, a coneycatcher of good 
fellowship. For that one word you shall pledge 
me a carouse : eat a spoonful of the curd to allay 
your choler. My mates and fellows, sing no more 
Merry y merry , but weep out a lamentable Hooky^ 
hooky, and let your sickles cry — 

Sick, iick, and very sick, 
And sick, and for the time; 

For Harvest your master is 
Ahusd vntfumt reason or rhyme. 

I have no conscience, 1 1 I'll come nearer to you, 



^ This expreBsion must allude to the dress of Han'est, 
which has many ears of wheat about it in Tarious parts. 
Will Summer, after Harvest goes out, calls him, on this 
account, ^' a bundle of straw/' and speaks of his '* thatched 
suit.'! 
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aiiJ yet I am no scab, nor no loustt Can you 
make proof wherever I sold away my conscience, 
or pawned it) Do you know who would buy it, 
or lend any money upon it ! I think I have given 
you the pose. Blow your nose, Master Constable. 
But to say that I impoverish the earth, that I rob 
the man in the moon, that I take a purse on the 
top of St Paul's steeple ; by this straw and thread, 
I swear you are no gentleman, no proper man, no 
honest man, to make me sing, man \n detpent- 

SuM. I must give credit unto what I hear 1 
For other than Ihear detract* I nought. 

Bar. Ay, ay ; nought seek, nought have : 
An ill-husband is the first step to a knave. 
You object, I feed none at my board : I am sure, 
if you were a hog, you would never say so : for, 
sir reverence of their worships, they feed at my 
stable-table every day. I keep good hospttalitv 
for hens and geese : gleaners are oppressed with 
heavy burthens of my bounty ; 
They take me and eat me to the very bones. 
Till there be nothisg leit but gravel and stones ; 
And yet I give no alms, but devour all I They 
aay, what a nutn cannot hear well, you hear with 
your harvest-ears ; but if you heard with your 
har\'e8t-ears, that is, with the ears of com which 
my almsiiart sciilters, they would tell you that I 
am the very poor man's box of pin ; that there 
are more holes of liberality open in Harvest's heart 
than in a sieve or a dust-box. Suppose you were 
a craftsman or an artificer, and should come to buy 
corn of me, you should have bushels of me ; not 
tike the baker's loaf, that should weigh but six 
ounces, but usury for your money, thousands for 
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Wrjit TT^i'^M TO'i r^av*: more ? Eac me oat 
^^ rr.v afifAf*:'.' i: tou wilL i: vou saiT>eci me for a 

■Sf/M. I ^rr^'i:: :?.«:. and think th'-i w*rt belied. 
h.*. >li rr.p, r.a>.t tr.oa a goc^l croji this year \ 

if.m. H.iv. 'j//^rl' pl-nty. which wis ?<> sweet 
;i:.': -// '/'j^A, *.::;&• wheii I ^rrte^l mv wLiji. and said 
Vi r.'.v hor-!*:-. f/j: a /»/, thev wouM ''■> as thev were 



c 






.Sf;M. But A<yy alone thou sav«t not. but ftav-ne,* 

ff A/:. I -..'.'i:: hav-ree. that i^. hav ari«l rve : mean- 

'.:.'' ti'.At t:.»-v -hali have hav and rve. thfir bellv- 

f ..-. i: thev will draw hanL So we sav, Wa 

>#//»/. when t:-ey ;ro out of the way ; meaning that 

*:.«:•/ -hall want hav if thev will not do aa thev 

- • • • 

».r.0'ild do. 

S»;m. How thrive thy oats, thy barley, and thy 
wh'-al? 

Ha 11. My oats ;rrow like a cup of Ijeer that 
njake.H the brewer rich ; my rye like a cavalier, 
that wear^ a hii;:e feather in his cap. but hath no 
'oijra;:e in his heart ; hath* a lon^ stalk, a goo<lly 
hiiik, but notliing at} great a kernel as it was wont. 
My liarley, even as many a novice, is cross-bitten,* 
;w hoon as ever he ]K;eps out of the shell, so was it 
froHtrliitt^min the bla«K yet picked up his crumbs 
.'i;rain afterwanl, and bad "Fill pot, hostess," in 
f-piUj of a dear year. As for my peas and my 
veteheH, tliey are famous, and not to be spoken of. 



' [In alluMion to the cars of corn, straw, &c., with which 
hf waN fln:KHf:fl. I 

* (Oia copy. ^fV/V] 

-' I The czdariintions of a carter to his horse. In "John 
iJori anci MuHt I'crrion " (llazlitt's "Popular Poctrr," iv. 
!•»), it iH ftfiif/htf rn:.] 

*[i)U\ c«p\% fmd.] 

**./., Cheated. 



AKD TESTAMENT. 



53 



AXTT. Ay, ay, such country-button 'd caps as you 
Do want no fetches > tn undo great towns. 

Has, Will you make good your words that wo 
want no fetches t 

Win. Ay, that he shall. 

Har. Then fetch us a cloak-bag, to cany uway 
yourself in. 

SOM. Plough-svaius are blunt, and wit! taunt 
bitterly. 
Harvest, when all is done, thou art the man ; 
Thou dost me the best service of them all 
Itest from thy labours, till the year renews, 
And let the husbandmen [all] sing thy praise. 

Har. Kest from my labours, and let the hus- 
bandmen sing my praise 1 Nay, we do uot mean 
to rest so : by your leave, we'll have a largess 
amongst you, ere we part. 

All. a largess, a largess, a largess ! 

Will Sum. Is there no man will give them a 
hiss for a largess I 

Hab. No, that there is not, goodman Lungia.^ 
I see charity woxeth cold, and 1 think lliis house 
be her habitation, for it is not very hot : we wen- 
as good even put up our pipes and sing Mrrri/, 
nuiTi/. for we shall get no money. 

[IJcre fJtey all go out tinging. 
Mrrry, nttrri/, merry : dietry, ehemy, chetrj/ .' 

Trowl tht blnek bowl to me. 
Hty derry, dtrry, vitK a poup and n terry ; 
I'll trotd it again to thee. 

' A plajr apon the ■imilarilj' of eound belimeD veu^a and 
fetelirt. In the old copj, to reader it the more obvioas, thei' 
are Bp«lt aliko. 

• Mr Todd fonnd this »ord in Baret'i " Alreiry." 1580, 
•a well SB in Colgnre ; lint he qnotes no suiliorit<i for the 
Blgnifioalion he itlaohes to it — vii., m ItMitr. Koib coalil 
hive farniihed him irith ■ qaotstion : U means an idle luf 
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Ilookff^ hooky y we have shorn 

And we Juive hound ^ 
And toe have brouglU Harvest 

Home to town. 

Will Sum. "Well, go thy ways, thou bundle of 
straw : Til give thee this gift ; thou shalt be a 
clown while thou Jiv'st. As lusty as they are, 
they run on the score with George's wife for their 
posset; and God knows who shall pay goodman 
Yeoman for his wheat sheaf. They may sing well 
enough — 

" Trowl the black howl to mf , 
Trowl tJie hlack howl to me; ** 

for a hundred to one but they will all be drunk, ere 
they go to bed. Yet of a slavering fool, that hath 
no conceit in anything but in carrying a wand in 
his hand with commendation, when he runneth by 
the highway-side, this striphng Harvest hath done 
reasonable well. 0, that somebody had the sense 
to set his thatched suit on fire, and so lighted him 
out : if I had but a jet ^ ring on my finger, I might 
have done with him what I list. I had spoiled 
him, had I ^ took his apparel prisoner ; for, it being 
made of straw, and the nature of jet to draw straw 
unto it, I would have nailed him to the pommel of 
my chair, till the play were done, and then have 
carried him to my chamber-door, and laid liim at 
the threshold, as a wisp or a piece of mat, to wipe 
my shoes on every time I come up dirty. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Bacchus. 

Ver. Bacchus, Baccha, Bacchum : God Bacchus, 
God fat-back. 
Baron of double beer and bottle ale, 

^ Alluding to the attraction of straw by jet See this point 
discussed in Sir Tlios. Brown^s " Vulgar Krrors/' b. ii. c. 4. 
2 [Old copy, / had.] 
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Come in and ehow thy noso that is nothing pale : 
Buck, back, that ' God barrcl-bdly may enter. 

Knttr Bacchus ruling upon an att trapped i'» ivy, 
hiiittHf drttted in vine Uavts, and a yarland of 
ifrapei on hit h«ul; hit companion having ail 
Jadct in t/xir handi, and try garland* on their 
keadi; they come singing. 

The Sony. 
MontieuT Minifojur ijna^ng 'loth lurfKiit, 
In cap, in com or glat». 
God ^acchtu, do nte ri^ht, 
And dub me kiiighl 

Domingo,^ 

Bac. AVlierefore didst thou call me, Vertumnds 1 
ha&t any drink to give roe 1 One of you hold my 
113S. while I light : walk him up and down the hall, 
till I talk a word or two. 

Sum. What, Bacchus ; still an i mm* in palitid.' 
no mind hut on the pot 1 

Bac Why, Summer, Summer, how wouldst do 
lint for rain J What's a fair house without wat«r 
coming to it 1 Let me see how a. smith can work, 
if he ^ve not hia trough atanding by him. AVhat 
seta an edge on a knife) tlie grindstone alone 1 
No, the moist element poured upon it, which 



> lOld copy. lAcrt.J 

* ThU Miig ia quoted, %ni a Ion;; diucrUtioQ inurtad 
upon it, in the notea to " llcnr; IV. Put il." act v. sc. ii., 
vWre Silence girn thn two last linei in dnnking vilb 
FatttafE To da a nun right VM a technical ezprDsaion in 
tbe art of drinting. II <raB Ibe challoDgD to pledge. Nona 
of the cammentatarB on Shakeapeare are able to ejiplain at 
oil aatiifaclorilj wbat connection there ia between Domingo 
■nd a drinking «ong. pgrba^ we ahould read liomingo 
us two words, i.t.. Do [mine] Ungv.] 

' lUld copy, palinit.] 
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grinds out all gaps, sets a point upon it, and 
scours it as bright as the firmament So I tell 
thee, give a soldier wine before he goes to battle ; 
it grinds out all gaps, it makes him forget all scars 
and wounds, and fight in the thickest of his ene- 
mies, as though he were but at foils among his 
fellows. Give a scholar wine going to his book, 
or being about to invent ; it sets a new point on 
his wit, it glazeth it, it scours it, it gives him 
acumen. Plato saith, Vinum esse fomitem qvendam^ 
et incitabilem ingenii virtutisque, Aristotle saith. 
Nulla est magna scieniia absque mixtura dementice / 
There is no excellent knowledge without mixture 
of madness, and what makes a man more mad iu 
the head than wine? Qui bene vult Il/ofiv debet 
ante ^inn : He that will do well must drink well 
Prome, promey potum provie/ Ho, butler, a fresh 
l)ot ! Xunc est libendum, nunc pede libero terra 
pulsanda : * a pox on him that leaves his drink 
behind him. liendezvous / 

Sum. It is ^vine's custom to bo full of words. I 
pray thee, Bacchus, give us vicissitudinem loquendi. 

Bag. a fiddlestick ! n(^'er tell me I am full of 
words. Fcecundi calices, qvem non fecere disertum : 
aut bibe - aut abi; either take your drink, or you 
are an infidel. 

Sum. I would about thy vintage question thee. 
How thrive thy vines 1 hadst thou good store of 
grapes 1 

Bag. Vtnum quasi vnienttm; Wine is i)oison to a 
sick body. A sick body is no sound body ; ergo, 
wine is a pure thing, and is poison to all comi|>- 
tion. Try-lill ! the hunters whoop to you. Til 

* Horace, lib. i. car. 37 — 

"Nanc est b<beQ<lam, nunc pcUe libero 
Vulsands tcllua." 

- [Old copy, e^iil 
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gtaiid to it : Alexander vas a bravo man, and yet 
an arrant drunkanl. 

Win. Fie, drunken sot I forgett'st thou where 
thou artt 

My lord asks thee what vintage thou hast made t 

Bac, Our vintage was a vintage, for it did not 
work upon the advantage : it came in tho vaunt- 
guard of Summer, 

And winds and storms met it by the way. 
And made it cry, alas, and well-a-day ! 

•Sum. That was not welt ; but all miscarried not I 

Bac. Faith, shall I tell no lie) Bemuet) you 
are my countryman, and so forth ; and a good 
fellow is a good fellow, though he have never a 
penny in his purae.' We had but even pot-luck — 
a little to moisten our hps and no more. That 
same Sol is a pagan and a proselyte ; he shined so 
bright all summer, that he burnt more grapes than 
his beams were worth, were every beam as big as 
a weaver's beam. .4 fahi* abatiaendam; faith, lie 
should have abstained, for what is flesh and bloo*l 
without his liquor 1 

AUT. Thou want'st no liquor, nor no flefili and 
blood. 
1 pray thee, may I ask without offence, 
How many tuns of wine hast in thy paunch t 
Alethinks that [that is] built like a round church, 
Should yet have some of Julius C'teaar's wine : 
I warrant 'twas not broached this hundred year. 

Bac Hear'st tliou, dough-liclly 1 because thou 
talk'st and talk'st, and dar'st not drink to me a 
black jack, wilt thou give me l<^ve to broach this 
little kilderkin of my corpse against thy backl I 
know thou art hut a niicher,' and dar'st not stand 



1 (Aline out of n ballad.] 

' JficAcr. in this place, 

Jtinektr : in gvner*!, it niuii 
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me. A vouB^ Monsieur Winter, a frolic up-se-£rieze : ^ 
cross, ho ! super naculum^ 

[Knocks the jack upon his ihumh. 

Win. Gramercy, Bacchus, as much as though I 
did. For this time thou must pardon me perforce. 

Bag. What, give me the disgrace ? go to, I say, 
I am no Pope to pardon any man. Ran, ran, to- 
ra : cold beer makes good blood. St George for 
England!^ Somewhat is better than nothing. 
Let me see, hast thou done me justice 1 why so : 
thou art a king, though there were no more kings 
in the cards but the knave. Summer, wilt thou 
have a demi-culverin, that shall cry Uusty-tuBty, and 
make thy cup fly fine meal in the element 1 

Sum. No, keep thy drink, I pray thee, to thyself. 

Bac. This Pupilonian in the fooPs coat shall 
have a cast of martins and a wluff. To the health 
of Captain Rinocerotry ! Look to it ; let him have 
weight and measure. 



hides himself out of the way. See Mr Giflford's short note 
on Massingcr's " Guardian," act iii. so. v.. and Mr StccTens' 
long note on Shakespeare's " Uenry IV. Part I.*' act ii. so. 4. 

^ [Friesland beer. See " Popular Antiquities of Great 
Britain," vol. ii. p. 259.] 

« [Sec Hazlitt*8 ** Proverbs," 1869, p. 271.1 Properly 
nuper unt/ulum, referring to knocking the jack on the 
thumb-nail, to show that the drinker had drained it. Ben 
Jonson uses it in his " Casfe is Altered :" " I confess Cupid's 
carouse ; he plays super nwjulum with my liquor of life." — 
Act iv. sc. Z,— Collier, 

' This was the common 'cry of the English soldiers in 
attacking an enemy : we meet with it in Marlowe's " Edward 
H." where Warwick exclaims — 

'* Alsmm. to the fifrht ! 
at Gtorgtfor England, and the Baron's right I" 

So also in Rowley's "WTien you see me, you know me,** 
1605 : *' King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table 
that were buried in armour are alive again, cr^'ing >St George 
for England I and mean shortly to conquer Rome." 
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Will Sol Whatanassistliis! I cannot drink 
so mucb, though I should burst. 

Bac. Fool, do not refuse your moist gaatenance : 
come, come, dog'a head in the pot ; do what you 
are bom to, 

Will Sum. Ifyouwillnpedsmakemeadrtmkanl 
a^inst my will, so it is ; I'll try what burden my 
IwUy ia of. 

Bac, Crouch, crouch oo your knees, fool, when 
you pledge God Bauclius. 

[litre V,' ILL Summer drinh, ami Oity itin-j 
about lam, fiACCHUS liegtju. 

All. Monntur Jfingo/or qut^iig did lurpaia 

In cup, in can, or i/lau, 
Bac. Ho, well shot, a toucher, a toucher I 

For quaffing Toj/ doth pau. 

In cup, iu can, or fflasi.' 
All. G'lil BcuxltHi, do Mm rig/u, 

A lid dtib him kiiig/U. 

Bac. Rise up, Sir Robert Toas-pot, 

[Here lie duba WlLL SUMMER with Ute Hack 
jadi. 

' From the inicrtion of Toy in Ibii Hong in(t«ad at Mingo, 
u it Btantla on tLe entrance of Bicchiis and bis companiuna, 
we are led to infer llial the nsme of the actor vho plavcd 
the part of Will Suntioer wis Tog: if not, tlicre ia no 
luoaaing in the change. Ajcnin, at the end of the piece, 
the epilogue lays in eipreu terma: "The great fool Toy 
liath marred the pla<r, to vhlch Will Suundeia replies, 
■■la't true. Jackanapcsl Do you «er»e luo ao'" ic. 
Excepting b7 aappoaing that ibero vai an aotor of ihia 
name, it ia not jcij easy to explain the following exprcmionii 
by Ualiri«l HarTey, aa applied lo Qrceut, in hia " t'our 
Lettera and CertMn Sonneta, 1iU2," Iha year «hen Kath'a 
"Summer'a Liul Will and Teetamcnl" was perfonned : 
" They wrong him much with llieir epitapliB and solemn 
devicea, tlial entitle bim not at the leut (Ac lecead Tog of 
LonJon, Ibe ilale of i'aul's," \c. 
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Sum. No more of tliis, I hate it to the death. 
No such defonner of the soul and sense, 
As is this swinish damn'd horn drunkenness. 
Bacchus, for thou abusest so earth's fruits, 
Imprisoned live in cellars and in vaults. 
Let none commit their counsels unto thee ; 
Thy wrath be fatal to thy dearest friends ; 
Unarmed run upon thy foemen's swords ; 
Never fear any plague, before it fall : 
Dropsies and watery tympanies haunt thee ; 
Thy lungs with surfeiting be putrified, 
To cause thee have an odious stinking breath ; 
Slaver and diivel like a child at mouth ; 
Bo poor and l>eggarly in thy old age ; 
Let thine own kinsmen laugh when thou com- 

plain'st. 
And many tears gain nothing but blind scoffs. 
This is the guerdon due to drimkeimess : 
Shame, sickness, miser}' follow excess. 

Bac. Now on my honour, Sim Summer, thou 
art a bad member, a dunce, a mongrel, to discredit 
so worshipful an art after this order. Thou hast 
cursed me, and I will bless thee. Never cap of 
Nipitaty^ in London come near thy niggardly 
lia])itation ! I beseech the gods of good fellow- 
ship thou may'st fall into a consumption with 
drinking small beer ! Ever}- day may'st thou eat 
fish, and let it stick in the midst of thy maw, for 
want of a cup of wine to swim away in. Venison 
be venenum to thee : and may that vintner have 
the plague in his house that sells a drop of claret 
to kill the poison of it ! As many wounds may'st 

^ NipUaty seems to have been a cant term for a certain 
wine. Thus Gabriel HarTcy, in '* Pierce's Supererogation," 
1593p speaks of " the Nipitaty of the nappicst grape ; " and 
afterwards he says, " Nipitati/ will not l)e tied to a po«t,*' in 
reference to the unconfined tongues of men who drink it. — 
CoUUr. 
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thou liave as Ciesnr liml in the Genftte-liouse, niicl 
get no white wine to wash them with ; and to con- 
elude, pine away in melancholy and Borrow, before 
thou hast the fourth i)art of a dram of my juice to 
cheer up thy eitirits. 

SUH. Hale him away, he barketh like a wolf: 
It is his drink, not he, that rails on i\e. 

Bac. Nay soft, brother Summer, back with that 
fool. Here is a snuff in the bottom of the jack, 
enough * to light a man to bed withal : we'll leave 
no flocka behind uk, whatfloever we do. 

Sum. Go drag him hence, I aay, when I com- 
mand. 

Bac, Since we must needs go, let's go merrily. 
Farewell, Sir liobert Toss-pot : sing amain iton- 
nnir Mintjo, wlulfit I motmt up my ass. 

[//«■« ihty <fo oul, tinging, " Monaittir Mingo," 
at thty mnu in. 

WlU, Sdm, Of all the gods, this Bacchus is tile 
ill-favourod'flt mis-shapen god that ever I saw. .\ 
jHjx on him ! Ue hath chnst«ned me with a new 
nickname of Sir Robert Toss-pot tlwt will not 
[Nirt from me lliis twelvemonth. Ned fool's clothes 
are so perfnraed with the beer he poured on me, 
that there sliall not be a Dutchman within twenty 
miles, but lie'll smell out and claim kindred of 
him. What a beastly thing it is to bottle up all 
in a man's belly, when a man muat set his guts 
on a gallon-pot last, only to purchase the alehouse 
title of boon eompaniim. " Carouse ; pledge me, 
and you dare I 'Swounds, I'll drink with thee for 
all that ever thou art worth !" It is even ax two 



'A pMSAge qiiot«d in Nate C to "Osmmer Ouilon'i 
Needle." from 5iuh'a " Fierce Peanilesa," U precieely in 
paint, batti in explaining the ward, and knackjag the i^iip, 
rnn, or jack on the thumb- uul, prerioutlj potformed hj 
Baccbua lu ihii scene. 
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men should strive who should run farthest into the 
sea for a wager. Methinks these are good house- 
hold terms, ''Will it please you to he here, sirt 
I commend me to you! Shall I be so bold as 
trouble you ? Saving your tale, I drink to yon." 
And if these were put in practice but a year or 
two in tavem.s, wine would soon fall from siz-and- 
twenty iK>und a tun, and be beggar's money — ^a 
]>enny a quart, and take up his inn with waste 
beer in the alms-tnb. I am a sinner as others : I 
nniHt not say much of this argument. Every one, 
when he is whole, can give advice to them that 
aiv ftick. My masters, you that be good fellows, 
gr?t you into comers, and sup off your provender 
closely : ^ rei>ort hath a blister on her tongue ! open 
taverns are tell-tales. Xon peccat quicunque poteU 
jHiCCOJue ntffare. 

Sl'M. I'll call my servants to account, said 1 1 
A bad account ; worse servants no man hath. 
(Jit09 crtdis fiih>% effuge^ titlis eris: 
The proverb I have prov'd to be too true, 
2\»tidem dfftni hastes hahemus quot servos. 
And that wise caution of Democritus, 
Serous fifcessaria possesno, non autem dulcis : 
Nowhere fidelity and labour dwells. 
Ifow^ young heads count to build on had I wist. 
Conscience but few respect, all hunt for gain : 
Except the camel have his provender 
Hung at his mouth, he will not travel on. 
Tyresias to Narcissus promised 
Much prosperous hap and many golden days, 



' Clouly is iecrttly : a very common application of the 
word in our old writcre. It is found in '* Albumazar " — 

** ril entertain him here : meaowhUe steal you 
Cloidy into the room ; " 

and in many other places. 
' [Old copy, lIopeJ\ 
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If of his heauty he no koowleilge took. 
Knowledge breeds pride, pride breedeth discontent : 
Block discontent, thou urgeat to revenge -. 
Kevenge opes not h«r ears lo poor men's prayers. 
That dolt destruction is she withont doubt, 
That hale* her forth and feedeth her with nought. 
Simplicity and plainiiesg, yi>u I love I 
Hence, double diligence, thou mean'st deceit : 
Those that now serpent-ltke creep on the ground, 
And seera to eat the dust, they crouch so low — 
If they be disappointed of their prey. 
Most traitorously will trace their nails and sting. 
Yea, such as, like ' the lapwing, build their uesis 
In a man's dung, como up by drudgery, 
Will be the first that, like that foolish bird. 
Will follow him with yelliug and false cries. 
Well ' sung a shepherd, that now sleeps in skies,* 

' [Old eopj, «i Ihu, lil-e.] 

> [Old copy, WiiL] 

■ Tlis "Bhophenl that no* Bleeps in skies" ie Sir Philip 
i^idncj, and ibe line, wiUi a aligbl iaTcreion for the salie of 
the rli)'ii>Bi ■> taken frum a sonnet in "Aatropliel and 
fttclls," appended l« the "' Arcadia "^ 



Mor Doitriih vptHlal Id 
StT t\n Hek (peech a I 
Thg ceartlj b)iii|i1u, n 



;xr°»" 



It leofOt Uii> Ml* OaU Bad. 



It ma; be worth a remark tbatthe tiro lut lines are qnoted 

with a difference in " Knirland"* Paniauu*." 16(10. p. 191 — 

" Dumb iwiiDi. n« ehiltcriDg p1« da \a-rm iiroTg ; 

Tbc]' lorn IndHd oba dart nol loir Ihr; Idic." 

In the quirto eopT of Nash's plaf the word mint ia mle- 

pr nt«i lor laani. The iiitroduetioa to ibe passsi^ would 
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"Dumb swans do love, and not vain chattering 

pies. 
Ill mountains, poets say, Echo is hid, 
For her deformity and monstrous shape : 
Those mountains are the liouses of great lords, 
Wliere St<.»ntor, with his hundred voices, sounds 
A hundred trumps at once with rumour fill'd. 
A woman they imagine her to b<>, 
Because^ that .sex keep notliing close they hear ; 
And that's the reason nuigic writers frame ^ 
Tliere are more witehes women, than of men ; 
For women generally, for the most i)art, 
Of secrets more desirous are than men,^ 
Which having got, they have no power to hold. 
In these times had Echo's first fathers livM, 
No woman, but a man, she had been feiguM 
(Though women yet will want no news to prate) ; 
For men (mean men), the scum and dross of all, 
Will talk and babble of they know not what, 
Upbraid, deprave, and taunt they care not whom. 
Sunnises pass for sound approved truths ; 
Familiarity and conference. 
That were the sinews of societies, 
Are now for undenninings only us'd ; 
And novel wits, that love none but themselves, 
Tliink wisdom's height as falsehood slyly couch*d, 
Seeking each other to overthrow his mate. 
friendship ! thy old temple is defac'd : 



have afTorded Mr Malonc another instance, had he wanted 
one, that shepherd and poet were used almost as synonymes 
by Shakci<peare'8 contemporaries. 

' Perhaps we ouglit to read feiffn instead of frame ; but 
frame is very intelligible, and it has therefore not been 
altered. 

^ The quarto gives this line thus — 

" Of secrets more desirooB cr than men," 
which is decidedly an error of the press. 
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Embracing envy,' guileful courtesy. 
Hath overgrown fraud-wanting honesty. 
Examples live but in the idle schools : 
Sinon bears all the sway in princes' courts. 
Sickness, be tbou my soul's physician ; 
Bring the apothecary Death with thee. 
In earth is hell, hell true- felicity, 
Compared with this world, the den of wolves ! 

AUT, My lord, you are too passionate without 
cause. 

Win, Grieve not fop that wliich cannot !«■ 
recall 'd. 
Is it your servant's carelessness you 'plain I 
Tully by one of his own slaves was slain. 
The husbandman close in bis bosom nurs'tl 
A subtle snake, that after wrought his bane. 

AuT. Servoafidtla liberatitat facil ; 
Where on the contrary, ifnittitem — 
Those that attend upon illiberal lords, 
"Whose covbtLse yields nought else but fair looks, 
Even of those fair looks make their gainful vsv-. 
Fur, as in Ireland and In Denmark both, 
Witches for gold will seU a man a wind* 
"Which, in the comer of a napkin wrapp'd. 
Shall blow him safe unto what coast he will ; 
So make Hi-servants sale of their lord's wind 
Which, wrapp'd up in a piece of parchment, 
BlowB many a knave forth danger of the law. 

6uu. Enough of this : let me go make my will. 

• [Old copy, tvtry.] 

' [Old capv. trot hf/l.] 

' See act i. K. 3 of "Mftcbetli"— 

■'in WiTcn. I'll KIT' IberawlniL 



Panish wilches uaalil sell « 
VOL. VIIL 



: M«cb«tli'ii wilclies nerc 




6G summer's last \iill 

Ah ! it is made, although I hold my peace : 

T]iese two will share betwixt them what I have. 

The surest way to get my will performed 

Is to make my executor my heir ; 

And he« if all be given him, and none else, 

Unfallibly will see it well-perform'd. 

Lions will feed though none bid them go to. 

Ill-grows the tree affordeth ne'er a gratt : 

Had I some issue to sit on my throne, 

My grief would die, death should not hear megroan ; 

But when, perforce, these must enjoy my wealth, 

Which thank me not, but enter 't as a prey, 

Bequeathed it is not, but clean cast away. 

Autumn, be thou successor to my seat : 

Hold, take my crown : — look, how he grasps for it ! 

Thou shalt not have it yet — but hold it, too ; 

Why should I keep what needs I must forego ? 

Win. Then, duty laid aside, you do me wrong. 
I am more worthy of it far than he : 
He hath no skill nor courage for to rule. 
A weatherbeaten, bankrupt ass it is 
That scatters and consumeth all he hath : 
Each one do pluck from him without control. 
He is not hot nor cold ; a silly soul. 
That fain would please each part,^ if so he might. 
He and the Spring are scholars' favourites : 
What scholars are, what thriftless kind of men, 
Yourself be judge ; and judge of him by them. 
When Cerberus was headlong drawn from hell, 
He voided a black poison from his mouth, 
Caird Aconilum^ ^'hereof ink was made : 
That ink, "with reeds first laid on dried barks, 
ServM me awhile to make rude works withal, 
Till Hermes, secretary to the gods. 
Or Hermes Trismegistus, as some will, 
Weary with graving in blind characters 



[Old copy, party.] 
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And figureB of familiar beasts and plants, 
Invented letters to write lies withal. 
In thom he penn'd the fables of the gods, 
Tlie giants' war, and thousand tales besidea. 
After each nation got these toys in use^ 
Them grew up certain drunken parasites, 
Term'd poets, which, for a meal's meat or two, 
Would promise monarchs immortality. 
They vomited in verse all that they knew ; 
Feign'd causes and beginnings of the world ; 
Fetch'd pedigrees of mountains and of fiomis 
From men and women whom the gods transfonn'd. 
If any town or city they pasa'd by 
Had in compassion (thinking them madmen) 
Forborne to whip them, or imprison them, 
That city was not btiilt by human hands ; 
'Twaa rais'd by music, like Megara walls : 
Apollo, poets' patron, founded it. 
Because ihey found one fitting favour there. 
Musffius, Linus, Homer, Orpheus, 
Were of this trade, and thereby won their fame. 
Will Sum. Fanta malum, quo non [aliud] vetociiit 

Win. Next them a company of ragged knaves, 
Sim-bathing beggars, lazy hedge- creejierfl. 



omilMd > word. Virgil's 1 

— ".«noid,"iT. m. 

Oikliriel Hirrey, replring iii IGSr, in his "Trilnniilig of 
Thomu Naah, Oinileman " (writUn in the ntine of Richard 
Litchfield, the l«rber-iurgcon of Trinity College, Cstnbridgel, 
■lao altudea to thii commonplace: "The virluoiu richifS 
wherEvilh (m brDid-ipread fame reporteth) you tie endued, 
though /ama malum (aa aaith the poet) wliich I conBrm. Ac. 
Perhaps this «sa bci^uuse Nub liad preTional; employed It, 
or It might be sappoaed that the barber would bare bcea 
uiiacquoiutcd iriUi it 
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Sleeping face upwards in the fields all night, 

Dream'd strange devices of the sun and moon ; 

And they, like gipsies, wandering up and down, 

Told fortunes, juggled, nicknam'd all the stars, 

And were of idiots term'd philosophers. 

Such was Pythagoras the silencer ; 

Prometheus, Thales, Milesius, 

Who would all things of water should be made : 

Anaximander, Anaxamines, 

That positively said the air was God : 

Zenocrates, that said there were eight gods ; 

And Cratoniates and Alcmoeon too. 

Who thought the sun and moon and stars were 

gods. 
Tlie poorer sort of them, that could get nought, 
Prof ess VI, like beggarly Franciscan friars. 
And the strict order of the Capuchins, 
A voluntary, wretched poverty. 
Contempt of gold, thin fare, and lying hard. 
Yet he tiiat was most vehement in these, 
Diogenes, the cynic and the dog, 
Was taken coining money in his cell. 

Will Sum. What an old ass was that. Me- 
thinks he should have coined carrot-roots rather ; 
for, as for money, he had no use for['t], except it 
were to melt, and solder up holes in his tub 
withal. 

Win. It were a whole Olympiad's work to tell 
How many devilish, erf/o, armed arts. 
Sprung all as vices of this idleness : 
For even as soldiers not employ'd in ware. 
But living loosely in a quiet state — 
Not having wherewithal to maintain pride, 
Xay, scarce to find their bellies any food — 
Nought but walk melancholy, and devise, 
How they may cozen merchants, fleece young heirs, 
Creep into favour by betraying men, 
Kob churches, beg waste toys, court city dames, 
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Who shall undo their hushands for their sokes ; 
Tiie baser rabble hovr to cheat and etcal. 
And yet bo free from penalty of death : ^ 
So these ■word-warriore, lazy star-gazers, 
Uu'd to no labour but to louse themselves, 
Had their heads fill'd with cozening fantasies. 
They plotted how to make their poverty 
Better esteem'd of than high sovereignty. 
They thought how they might plant a heaven on 

earth. 
Whereof they would lie principal low-gods ; ' 
That heaven they called Contemplation : 
As much to say as a most pleasant sloth, 
Which better I cannot compare than this, 
That if a fellow, licensed to beg. 
Should all his lifetime go from fair to fair 
And buy gape-aeed, having no business eUe. 
That contemplation, like an aged weed, 
Engendered thousand sects, and all those sects 
Were but as these times, cunning shrouded rogues. 
Grammarians some, and wherein differ they 
From beggars tliat profess the pedlar's French 1 ' 
The poets next, slovenly, tatter'd slaves, 
That wander and sell ballads in the streets. 

pre tenil Ids' to be n mlilier. 

our old oomcdicB, lueh as 

Hautbo.T in "A Hftd 
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Historiographers others there be, 

And they, like lazars, lie ^ by the highway-side, 

That for a penny or a halfpenny 

Will call each knave a good-fac'd gentleman, 

Give honour unto tinkers for good ale, 

Prefer a cobbler 'fore the black prince far. 

If he bestow but blacking on their shoes : 

And as it is the spittle-houses* guise 

Over their gate to write their founders* names, 

Or on the outside of their walls at least, 

In hope by their example others mov'd 

Will be more bountiful and lil>eral ; 

So in the forefront of their chronicles, 

Or 2^^oratione operis, 

They learning's benefactors reckon up, 

Who Ijuilt this college, who gave that free school, 

What khig or queen advancetl scholars most. 

And in their times what ^vriters flourished. 

Kich men and magistrates, whilst yet they live. 

They flatter palpably, in hope of gain. 

Smooth-tongued orators, the fourth in place — 

Lawyers our commonwealth entitles them — 

Mere swash-bucklers and ruffianly mates. 

That will for twelvepence make a doughty fray. 

Set men for straws together by the ears. 

Sky-measuring mathematicians. 

Gold-breathing alchemists also we have. 

Both which are subthj-witted humourists, 

That get their meals by telling miracles. 

Which they have seen in travelling the skies. 

Vain boasters, liars, makeshifts, they are all ; 

Men that, removed from their ink-horn terms,- 

* [Old copy, 6y.] 

' Ink'hom is a very common epithet of contempt for 
p«)(lantic and affected exprcMions. The following, from 
Churchyard's •* Choice," Big. Eel., Beta it in its true 
light— 

" A$ Fnkekorne termes smell of the schoole Bometjxne.*' 
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Bring forth no action worthy of their breml. 
What should I speak of pfile physicians, 
Who SB Ftimeiiut lum MtuoCtw was 
(Upon a wager that his friends had laid) 
llirVI to live in a privy a whole year, 
^o are they hir'd for lucre and for gain, 
AH their whole life to smell on excreiueuta. 

Will Sum, Very true, for I have hpanl it 
for a iiroverb many a time and oft, liinc oi fa-ti- 
dum; Fah! he stinks like a physician. 

Win. Innumerable monstroua pnu^ices 
Hath loitering contemplation brought forth more. 
Which were too long [Muticular to recite : 
Suffice they all conduce unto this end, 
To banish laliour, nourish slotlifiilness, 
Pamper up luat, devise new-fangled bios. 
Nay, 1 will juelify, there ie no vic« 
Which learning and vile knowledge brought not 



Orii 



whose praise some learned have not wrote. 



It feat out of oM witb the diEUEe of ink-horni. It voulii 
\ie Tct7 eu7 to matiiplf liuUncci irhci« tbo word is cm- 
ployrd in our old writer*. It niMl frequentif o»un in 
^ViltDo'i " Rhstoric," vhere ii inierled an epistle composed 
of init-Aoni tetvu ; ''«nihe ■ letlcr ■■ William Sommcr 
himBclf could not nuke a belter for that purpoie. Some 
will tbinke. and iirere it too, that there oeTcr vti an; encbe 
thing vrilten : well, I will not force any nnn lo belere it, 
hot I will «aie Ihiu mnch, and abjde bj it ton, tbe like have 
l-een nude berelofore, and praised above tlie mooue." It 
opens thus — 

" Ponderjing, expendjing, and reTolulvinji; with tnyaclf. 
four urj.'eiit affitbililee, and ingenious cnpicitce, tor mun- 
daine aSaire*, I eaoDot but celebrate and exiolle your ma^c- 
nificatl dexterltee above all other ; for how could ;aii have 
adopted such iUuttrato, pr«rogatiie, and damiuicall supe- 
rioritee, if tbe fecundiiee of your iaginie bad not been so 
fertile and wonderfull pregnant I "—Ko. 8d. edit. 1S53. 
Wilson eUewbere call» them " ink-pot Icmu." 
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The art of murder Machiavel hath penn'd ; * 

Whoredom hath Ovid to uphold her throne^ 

And Aretine of late in Italy, 

Whose Cortigiana teacheth ^ bawds their trada 

Gluttony Epicurus doth defend, 

And books of the art of cookery confirm, 

Of which Platina hath not writ the least. 

Drunkenness of his good behaviour 

Hath testimonial from where he was bom ; 

That pleasant work De Arte Bibendi, 

A dnmken Dutchman spew'd out few years since.* 

Nor wanteth sloth, although sloth's plague be 

want, 
His paper pillars for to lean upon.* 
The praise of nothing pleads his wortliiness.* 



^ [The popular idea at that time, and long afterwards, of 
Machiavelli, arising from a misconception of his drift in 
'* II Principe.'* Sec au article on this subject in Macaa- 
lay's "Essays."] 

* [Old copy, toucheth, which may, of course, be right ; 
but the more probable word is that here substituted.] 

=» [The " Ebrietatis Encomium.'*] 

* [Perhaps the ** Image of IdlcnoBs," of which there was 
an edition in 1581. See Hazlitt's *' Handbook," p. 291, 
and ibid. Suppl.] 

^ Nash alludes to a celebrated burlesque poem by Fran- 
cisco Copetta, entitled (in the old collection of productions 
of the kind, made in 1548, and many times afterwards re- 
printed), "Capitolo nel quale si lodano le NoncoYelle." 
Some of the thoughts in Rochester's well-known piece seem 
taken from it. A notion of the whole may be formed from 
the following translation of four of the terze rime — 

" Xothing is brother to primicval matter, 
'Bout which philosopherK their brains may batter 
To find it out, but still their hopes they flatter. 

Its Yirtue is most wondrously dlsplay'd, 
For In the Bible, we all know, 'tis said, 
Ood out of nothing the creation made. 

Tct nothing has nor head, tail, back, nor shoulder, 

And tho' than the great Dixit it Ik older. 

Its strength.is such, that all things tinit shall moulder. 
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Folly ErsBmus sete a flourish on : 

For baUlnesa a bald osa I have forsot 

Patch'd up a pamphletiiry periwig. 

Slovenly Grobianns mi^nifieth : • 

Sodomitry a cardinal commends, 

And Aristotle necessary deems. 

In brief, all books, divinity except, 

Are nought but tales of the devil's laws, 

Poison wrapt up in sugar'd words, 

Man's pride, damnation's props, the world's abuse. 

Then censure, good ray lord, what b<)okmen are : 

If they be pestilent memliers in a state. 

He is unfit to sit at stern of state. 

That favours such as will o'erthrow his state. 

Blest is that government, where no art thrives ; 

Vox pupuli, twe Dei, 

The vulgar's voice it ia the voice of God. 

Yet Tully saith, N<m tit eoneilium in vutjfo, 

A'o/i ratio, non diterivun, non differentia. 

The ^'ulgar hare no learning, wit, nor sense. 

Themistocles, having spent all hia time 

In study of philosophy and arts. 

And noting well the vanity of them, 

Wish'd, with repentance for his folly pass'd, 

Some would teach him tli' art of oblivion, 

How to forget the arts that he had leam'd. 

And Cicero, whom we alleged before, 

(As saith Valerius), stepping into old age. 

Despised learning, loathed eloquence. 



The IDl^tT Raman once daclnml thil be 

[But after all, hid not Nuh mora probably in hi« recol- 
UcUon Sir Edward Dfer'i "Praise of No tiling,'' a proee 
tract printed in 1686)] 

> [See Haxlitt'i ■' HsDdbtwk," r. Fleming.] 

^rAlloding to the "Orobianiu et Orobuina " of Deile 
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Xaso, that could speak nothing but pure Yenep 

And had more wit than words to utter ity 

And words as choice as ever poet had. 

Cried and exclaimed in bitter agony, 

When knowledge had corrupted his chaste mind : 

Discite, qui sapitU^ non ficec quce scimus inerteSf 

Sed irepilas acies et/era Mia sequi.^ 

You that be wise, and ever mean to thrive, 

O, study not these toys we sluggards use. 

But follow arms, and wait on Ixirbarous wars. 

Young men, young boys, beware of schoolmasters ; 

They ^dll infect you, mar you, blear your eyes : 

Tlicy seek to lay the curse of God on you, 

Namely, confusion of languages, 

Wherewith those that the Tower of Babel built 

Accursed were in the world's infancy. 

Latin, it was the speech of infidels ; 

Logic hiith nought to say in a true cause ; 

Philosophy is curiosity ; 

And Socrates was therefore put to death, 

Only for he was a philosopher. 

Abhor, contemn, despise these damned snares. 

Will Sum. Out upon it ! who would be a 
scholar ? not I, I promise you : my mind always 
gave me this learning was such a filthy thing, 
which made me hat-e it so as I did. Wiien I should 
have been at school construing, Battf, mi filiy mi 
jili^ mi BcUUf I was close under a hedge, or under 
a barn-wall, playing at span-counter or jack-in-a- 
box. My master beat me, my father beat me, my 
mother gave me bread an<l butter, yet all this 
would not make me a squitter-book.- It was my 

' Oyid*B lines are these — 

" Disclte, qui tapltis, non qiis nos Rcimui inertei, 
8«d trepidu acies, et fera CMtra lequi." 

— " Amorum/' lib. iii. el. 8. 

« The author of " The World's Folly," 1616, uses tqutUer- 
tcU in the same sense that Nash employs tquitUr-book : 
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destiny ; I tbank her aa a most courteous goddess, 
that she hath not caat me away ujion gibridge. 0, 
in wliat a mighty vein am I now against horn- 
books ! Here, before all this company, I profess 
myself an open enemy to ink and paper. Ill 
make it good upon the accidence, body [of me.] 
that in speech is the devil's pat«rno3t«r. Nonns 
and pronouDG, I pronounce you as traitors to boys' 
buttocks ; syntaxis and prosodia, you are tor- 
mentors of wit, and good for nothing, but to get 
a schoolmaster twopence a-week. Hang, copies ! 
Fly out, phrase-books ! let pens be turn'd to pick- 
tooths ! £owls, cards, and dice, you are the true 
liberal sciences ! I'll ne'er be a goosequUl, gentle- 
men, while I live. 

Sum. Winter, with patience unto my grief 
I have attended thy invective tale. 
So much untruth wit never shadowed : 
'Gainst her own bowels thou art's weapons tum'^t 
Let none behere thee that will ever thrive. 
Words have their course, the wind blows where it 

Ho errs alone in error that persists. 

For thou 'gainst Autumn such exceptions tak'et, 

I grant his overseer thou shalt be. 

His treasurer, protector, and his staff; 

He shall do nothing without thy consent : 

Provide tLou for his weal and his content, 

Wi.v. Tlianke, gracious lord ; so I'll disi>ose of him, 
As it shall not repent you of your gift. 



" The primiim mohilt, which gives motiaa Co then orer- 
turning vlmls of wickcdneu, are those mercBairy iquUttr- 
witt, miMallcil poeU." 

In " The Two KaliM Qcntlcmen," the word tguUttrbt- 
iodi, at iqviirtr-t-iot, is found, >tid with precisely the uiiie 
■ignific&lion which Null gives it — 
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AUT. On such conditions no crown will I take. 
I challenge Winter for my enemy ; 
A most insatiate, miserable carl, 
That to fill up his gamers to the brim 
Cares not how he endamagcth the earth, 
What poverty he makes it to endure ! 
He overbars the crystal streams with ice, 
That none but he and his may drink of them : 
All' for a foul Backwinter he lays up. 
Hard craggy ways, and uncouth slippery paths 
He frames, that passengers may slide and fall ' 
Who quaketh not, that heareth but his namef 
O, but two sons he hath worse than himself : 
Christmas the one, a pinchback, cutthroat churl, 
Tliat keeps no open house, as he should do, 
Delighteth in no game or fellowsliij). 
Loves no good deeds, and hat<ith talk ; 
But sitteth in a comer turning crabs. 
Or coughing oVr a warmed pot of ale. 
Backwinter th* other, that's Ids nown^ sweet boy, 
Who like his father taketh in all points. 
An elf it is, compact of envious pride, 
A miscreant l)om for a plague to men ; 
A monster that devoureth all he meets. 
Were but his father dead, so he would reign. 
Yea, he would go good-near to deal by liim 
As Nebuchadnezzar's ungracious son. 
Foul Merodach^, by his father dealt : 
Who when his sire was turned to an ox 
Full greedily snatched up his sovereignty, 
And thought himself a king without control. 
So it fell out, seven years expired and gone, 
Nebuchadnezzar came to his shai)e again, 



^ His noim, inBtead of his oim, was not an uncommon 
corruption. So Udall — 

" nolde by his yea and Day, be his nownt white sonne." 
* [Old copy, FuUmcrodach.] 
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Anil (lispossess'il liim of the regiment ; ' 
Wlibh iny young prince, no little grieving at, 
"VVlieD that Ilia father Bhortly after died, 
Fearing lest he ehould come from deuth again. 
As ho c&iue from an ox to be a man, 
Will'd tliat hia body, 'spoiled of coverture, 
Should be cost forth into the open fields, 
For birds and ravens to devour at will ; 
Thinkiiig, if they bare, every one of them, 
A bill-fiu of his tiesh into their uest^, 
He could not rise to trouble him in haste. 

Will Sum. A virtuous son ! and I'll lay my life 
on't he was a cavalier and a good fellow.* 

Win. Pleaaeth yimr honour, all he says ia false. 
For my own part, I love good husbandry. 
But hate ilishonouruble covetise. 
Youth ne'er aspires to virtue's perfect growth, 
Till the wild oats be sown ; and so the earth, 
Until his weeds be rotted by my frosts 
Is not for any seed or tillage fit. 
He must be purged that hath surfeited : 
The fields have surfeited with aumnier fruits ; 
They must be purg'd, made poor, oppresa'd with 

Ere they recover their decayed pride. 
For overbarring of the streams with ice, 

' Ayincni bu bsen to [t«quenll)- nsed in iha conwe of 
these voluinea, in ths seiue ol goTeramoat or mle, Ibat it is 
hardl.v vorLh a nolc. 

* TbiB ie, of oourae, spoken iranicull)'. and af old, the 
sipreuioD good /ttloie bore a ilauble Hignificatian. which 
nnxrercd the purpoM of Will Saumcr. Thtu, in Lord 
Brooke'i "Cailics," tonnGt iJO — 

'■ Csod /<U<»i, whoD Dni eoniDioiilrdoe call. 

ti Hej-Hood'a " Edward IV. Part I.," eig. E 4— 

:cra EniriitD. Whj. dsR Uinn not lint ft ^Md/dtiuir 
[una. Sa, eoud filiaiabt Utintt.' 
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^Mlo locks not poison from his children's taste t 

When Winter reigns, the water is so cold, 

That it is poison, present death, to those 

That wash or bathe tlieir limbs in his cold streams. 

The slipperier that ways are under us, 

The better it makes us to heed our steps, 

And look, ere wo presume too rashly on. 

If that my sons have misbehav'd themselves, 

A God's name, let them answer't 'fore my lord. 

AUT. Now, I beseech your honour it may be so. 

Sum. With all my heart. Vertumnus, go for 
them. 

Will Sum. This same Harry Baker ^ is such a 
necessary fellow to go on errands as you shall not 
iind in a countr}\ It is pity but he should have 
another silver arrow, if it be but for crossing the 
stage with his cap on. 

Sum. To weary out the time, until they come, 
Sing me some doleful ditty to the lute, 
'I hat may complain my near-approaching death. 

Hie Song. 

AdifUy/aretcell, earl/is bU»8 ; 
This world uncertaiji is : 
Fond are li/t^s lustful jnys, 
Death proves tJiem all but toys. 
None from his darts can fly : 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, Jiave mercy on us / 

liirh men, trust not in wealth ; 
Gold cannot buy you health. 
Physic himself m^ustfade : 
All thiufjs to end are made. 



^ Henry Baker was therefore the name of the actor who 
performed the part of Vertumnus. 
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Tfie plague full swift goes by, 
I am sicky I must die, 

Lordy have mercy on us I 

Beauty is but a flower ^ 
Which wrinkles will devour : 
Brightness falls from the air ; 
Queens have died young and fair. 
Dust hath closed Helenas eye, 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lordy have mercy on us f 

Strength stoops into the grave : 
Woi'msfeed on Hector brave, 
Sux>rds may not fight wiih fate- 
Earth still holds ope her gate. 
Come, come, the hells do cry, 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, have mercy on us ! 

Wit with his wantonness 
2^asteth death's bitterness. 
HelVs executiofier 
Hath no ears to liear, 
What vain art can reply, 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, liave mercy on us! 

Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destiny : 
Heaven is our heritage^ 
Earth but a players stage. 
Mount we unto the sky, 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, have mercy on us ! 

Sum. Beshrew me, but thy song hath moved 
me. 
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Will Sum. "Lord, have mercy on U8," how 

lamentable 'tis ! 



EnUr Vertumnus, with CHRISTMAS and 

Backwinter. 

Ver. I have despatched, my lord; I have 
brought you them you sent me for. 

Will Sum. What say'st thou ? hast thou made 
a good batch ? I pray thee, give me a new loaf ! * 

Sum. Christmas, how chance thou com'st not as 
the rest, 
Accompanied with some music or some song I 
A merry carol would have graced thee well : 
Thy ancestors have us'd it heretofore. 

Christ. Ay, antiquity was the mother of ignor- 
ance : this latter world, that sees but with her 
.sjiectaclcs, hath spied a pad in those sports more 
than they could. 

Sum. What, is't against thy conscience for to 
sing ? 

Christ. No, not to say, by my troth, if I may 
get a good V>argain. 

Sum. Why, thou shouhrst spend, thou shoukVst 
not care to get : 
Christmas is god of hospitality. 

Christ. So will ho never be of goo<l husbandry. 
I nia}^ say to you, there is many an old god that 
is now grown out of fashion ; so is the god of 
hospitality. 

Si:m. What reason canst thou give he should be 
left ] 

Christ. No other reason, but that gluttony is a 
sin, and too many dunghills are infectious. A 

^ The joke here consisU in the similarity of sound be- 
tween despatch and hatchj Will Summers mistaking, or 
pretending to mistake, in consequence. 
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man's belly was not made for a powdering beef- 
tub ; to feed tlie poor twelve days, and let them 
starve all the year after, would but stretch out the 
guta wider than they should be, and so make 
laminB a bigger den in their bellies than he had 
before. I should kill an ox, and have some audi 
fellow as Milo to come and eat it up at a mouth- 
ful; or, like the Sybarites,' do nothing all one 
year but bid guests against the next year. The 
scraping of trenchers you think would put a man 
to no cliarges : it is not a hundred pound a year 
would serve the eculUon in diehclouts. My house 
stands upon vaults ; it will fall, if it be overladen 
with a multitude. Besides, have you never read 
of a city that was undermined and destroyed by 
moles 1 So, say I, keep hospitality and a whole 
fair of beggars bid me to dinner every day. M'hat 
with making legs,^ when they thank me at their 
going away, and settling their wallets handsomely 
on their backs, they would shake as many lice on 
the ground as were able to undermine my house, 
and undo me utterly. Is it their prayers would 
build it again, if it were overthrown by this ver- 
min, would it 1 I pray, who began feasting and 
gormandis[ing] first, but Sanlanapalus, Nero, 
Heliogabalus, Commodua ) tyrants, whoremastcrs, 
untlirifCs. Some call them emperors, but I respect 
no crowns but crowns in the purse. Any man 
may wear a silver crown that hath made a fray in 
Sniithficld, and lost but a piece of his brain-pan ; 
and to tell you plain, your golden crowns are little 



' [Old copy, Sgbtttiui.] 

■ This )■ Bill), M it wu formerlj, the mode of deseribins 
the awkw«rd bowinjf of the ]oirerc1»M. In the "Death 
of Hubert E«rl of Hantinglon," 1601, when Will Brand, n 
tul^r iBsuun, ii introduced to the king, the itagc direction 
la the Victor in the margia ii, " ^ake Ltgi.'' 

VOL. VIII. F 
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better in substance, and many times got after the 
same sort. 

Sum. Gross-headed sot ! how light he makes of 

state ! 
AuT. Who treadeth not on stars, when they are 

fairn 1 
Who talketh not of states, when they^ are 

dead) 
A fool conceits no fnrtlier tlian he sees, 
He hatli no sense of aueht but what he feels. 
Christ. Ay, ay ; such wise men as you come to 

beg at such fools' doors as we be. 
AuT. Thou shutt'st thy door; how should we 

beg of tliee 1 
Xo ahns but thy sink carries from thy house. 

Will Sum. And I can tell you that's as plenti- 
ful alius for the plague as the Sheriff's tub to them 
of Newgate. 

xVuT. For feast thou keepest none ; cankers thou 

feed'st. 
The worms will curse thy flesh another day, 
Because it yieldeth them no fatter prey. 

Christ. What worms do another day, I care 
not, but 111 be sworn upon a whole kilderkin of 
single beer, I will not have a worm-eaten nose, like 
a pursuivant, while I live. Feasts are but puffing 
up of the flesli, the purveyors for diseases ; travel, 
cost, time, ill-spent. 0, it were a trim thing to 
send, as the liomans did, round about the world 
for provision fur one banquet. I mlist rig ships 
to Samos for peacocks ; to Paphos for pigeons ; to 
Austria for oysters; to Phasis for pheasants; to 
Arabia for pha^nixcs ; to !Meauder lor swans ; to 
the Orcades for geese ; to Phrygia for woodcocks ; 
to Malta for cranes ; to the Isle of Man for puffins; 
to Ambracia for goats ; to Tartole for lampreys ; 
to Egj'pt for dates ; to Spain for chestnuts — and 
all for one feast. 
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Will Sum. sir, you need not : you may buy 
them at London better cheap. 

Christ. Libtralilai UbtralUaU peril; Love me 
little, and love me long:^ oiir feet must have 
wherewithal to feed the stones : our backs, walls 
of wool to keep out the cold that besiegeth our 
WArm blood ; our doors must have bars, our doub- 
lets must have buttons. Item, for an old sword to 
scrajw the stones before tlie door with ; three hatf- 
jience for stittihing a wooden tankard timt was 
burst. These water-bearers will empty the tonduit 
and a man's coffers at once. Not a porter that 
brings a man a letter but will have liis penny. I 
am afraid to keep piist one or two servants, lest 
(hungiT knaves) they should rob me ; and those I 
keep (I warrant) I do not pamper up too lusty. I 
keep them under with red herring and poor John 
all the year long. 1 hare dammed up all my 
chimneys for fear (though I burn notliing but smnll 
coal) my bouse should be set ou lire with the 
smoke. I will not dine ^ but once in a dozen year, 
when there is a great rot of sheep, and 1 know not 
what to do with them ; I keep open house for all 
the beggars in some of my out-ynrds : marry, they 
must bring bread with them ; I am no baker. 

Will Sum, Aa good men as yuu, and have 
thought it no scorn to serve their 'prenticeships on 
the pillorv. 

Sum. Winter, is this thy son 1 Hear'st how he 
tolksl ■ 

Win. I am Itis father, therefore may not speak, 
But otherwise I could excuse his fault 

SVH, Christmas, I tell thee plain, thou art a 



' A proverb in [Hejwood'a " Kpigniug," 1562. (wc 
It's " ProTorbi," 1H69, p. 270, OU copy, lore mt a I. 
' [Old copy, iltKy.] 
*Tbe tDeaoiag of Ibeword niii<(ireUeuilyguci«U ii 
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And were't not that we love thy father well, 

Thou shouldst have felt what 'longs to avarice. 

It is the honour of nobility 

To keep high-days and solemn festivals ; 

Then to set their magnificence to view, 

To frolic open with their favourites, 

And use their neighbours with all courtesy ; 

When thou in hugger-mugger ^ spend'st thy wealth. 

Amend thy manners, breathe thy rusty gold ; 

Bounty will win thee love, when thou art old. 

Will Sum. Ay, that bounty I would fain meet, 
to borrow money of; he is fairly bless'd now-a- 
days, that 'scapes blows when he begs. Verba 
dandi et reddendi go together in the grammar rule : 
there is no giving but with condition of restoring. 
Ah ! henediciU : 
Well is he hath no necessity 
Of gold nor of sustenance : 



place, but it 18 completely explained by T. Wilson, in his 
** Rhetoric," 1553, when he is speaking of a figure he calls 
diminution^ or moderating the censure applied to Ticea by 
assimilating them to the nearest virtues : thus he would call 
" a wnudfft or pi/nche-penny a irood husband, a thrifty man " 
(fo. 67). Elsewhere he remarks : *' Some riche tnudgu, hav- 
ing great wealth, go with their hose out at heels, their shoes 
out at toes, and their cotes out at both elbowes ; for who 
can tell if such men are worth a grot<i when their apparel is 
so homely, and all their behavior so iMise?*' (fo. 86.) The 
word is found in Todd's Johnson, where Coles is cited to 
show that snudfjf means " one who hides himself in a house 
to do mischief." No examples of the employment of the 
word by any of our writers are subjoined. 

^ Mr Steevens, in a note to ^' Hamlet," act iv. sc. 6, says 
that he thinks Shakespeare took the expression of hugger^ 
mvgger there used from North's Plutarch, but it was in 
such common use at the time that twenty authors could be 
easily quoted who employ it : it is found in Ascham, Sir J. 
Hanngton, Greene, Nash, Dckkcr, Tourneur, Ford, &c. In 
"The Merry Devil of Edmonton" also is the following 

line — 

'* But you will to thli gear in hugger-mugger," 
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Slow good hap comes by chance ; 
Flattery best fares ; 
Arts are but idle wares : 
Fair words want giving hands, 
Tim Zaito ' ItegB that hath no lands. 
Fie on thee, thou Bcurvy knave, 
That hast nought, and yet goes brave : 
A prison be thy deathbed, 
Or be bang'd all eave the head. 

SiTH. Bftck-winter, stand forth. 

Ver, Stand forth, stand forth : hold up your 
head ; speak out 

Back-win. What should I aUnd, or wliilher 
should I got 

SiTH. Autumn accuses thee of sundry crimes, 
Which here thou art to clear or to confess. 

Back- WIN. With thee or Autumn have I nought 
to do, 
I would you both were hanged, face to face. 

Sum, Is this the reverence that thou ow'sl to us I 

Back-win. Why not) What art thoul ahait 
thou always live I 

AUT. It is the veriest dog in Christendotn. 

Win, That's for he barks at sunh as knave as 
tlion. 

Back-win. Would I could bark the aun out of 
the sky ; 
Turn moon and stars to frozen meteors, 
And make the ocean a dry land of ice : 
With tempest of my breath turn up high tr«es, 
On mountains heap up second mounts of snow 
^VIuch, melt«d into water, might fall down, 



> It ii not euj to guew vh? Xaih employed this Italian 
wold inilead of an Kngliah one. Lcnlo means laty, and 
Ihougb ao adjective, it ia uied ben lubBtuntitely ; ths 
meaning, of courae, ii that tbe idle leltow wbo haa no landii 
Irtfia. 
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As fell the delu^ on the former world 1 

I hate the air, the iire, the spring, the year, 

And whatsoe'er brings mankind any good. 

O that my looks were lightning to blast fruits ! 

Would I with thunder presently might die, 

So I might speak in thunder to slay men. 

Earth, if I cannot injure thee enough, 

I'll bite thee with my teeth. 111 scratch thee thus : 

I'll beat down the partition with my heels, 

That, as a mud-vault, severs hell and thee. 

Spirits, come up ! 'tis I that knock for you ; 

One that envies ^ the world far more than you. 

Come up in millions ! millions are too few 

To execute the malice I intend. 

Sum. scAfhis inauditum, vox damnatorutn I 
Not raging Hecuba, whose hollow eyes 
Gave suck to fifty sorrows at one time. 
That midwife to so many murders was, 
UsM lialf the execrations that thou dost. 

Back-win. More I will use, if more I may pre- 
vail. 
Back-winter comes but seldom forth abroad. 
But when he comes, he pincheth to the proof. 
Winter is mild, his son is rough and stem : 
Ovid could well write of my tyranny, 
When he was banish'd to tin; fi*ozen zone. 

Sum. And banish'd l^e thou from my fertile 
bounds. 
Winter, imprison him in thy <lark cell. 
Or with the winds in bellowing caves of brass 
Ijet stern Hippotades ^ lock him up safe, 
Ne'er to peep forth, but when thou, faint and weak, 
Want'st him to aid tliee in thy regiment. 



1 i.t.y Hates. See note to " Merchant of Venice," act r. 

8C. 1. 

^ [Old copv, Jfipporlaiot, The emendation was saggestcd 

ly Collier.] ' 
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Back-win. I will peep fortli, thy kingdom to 
supplant. 
My father I will quickly freeze to death. 
And then sole monarch will I sit, and think, 
Uow 1 may banish thee aa thou dost me. 

Win. I see my downfall written in hia bi'ows. 
Convey him hence to hia assigned bell .' 
Fathers are given to Love their sons too well 

[E^ Back-wistek. 

Will Susl No, by my troth, nor mothers 
neither ; I am sure I could never find it. This 
Back-winter plays a railing part to no purpose : 
my small learning finds no reason for it, except as 
a back-winter or an after-winter is more imaging, 
tempestuous, and violent thao the beginning of 
winter ; so he biings him in stamping and raging 
aa if he were mad, when his father is n jolly, mild, 
quiet old man, and stands still and does nothing. 
The court accepts of your meaning. You might 
have written in the mai^n of your play-book — 
" Let there be a few rushes laid ' in the place where 
Back-winter shall tumble, for fear of 'raying ' his 
clolliea :" or set down, " Enter Back-winter, with 
bis boy bringing a brush after him, to lake off the 
dust, if need require." But you will ne'er have 
any wardrobe-wit while you live : I pray you, hold 
the book well ;' [that] we be not nan plus in the 
latter end of the play. 

' The render U referred to " Ropiw) Knd Jnliel," let i. 
BC. i, reipeclin^ the atrcving of raiku on doors initeid of 
carpels.. TbonKlt notbing be old upoa (b« ■nlyflet, it is evi- 
dent that Bsck-wialer makes a reiiaUucc betoro lie is forced 
out, and falls doira in the strnggile. 

> l^oiliog : • common word ia ogr wrljr vrit«rs. Old 
cop)', leraytuj.] 

* / pray yov, Md tkt hock wtll, wis doubtlns ad- 
dreHed to the prompter, or u be le called in Iho fallowin; 
piMage, from the Loilaetion lo Ben Joniwn'e " Crntbii'i 
&£»!%" IdOl, the book-hatiler : one of tlie ebildrcn of 
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Sum. This is the last stroke my tongae*8 clock 

must strike. 
My last will, which I will that you perfonn. 
My crown I have disposed already of. 
Item, I give my withered flowers and herbs 
Unto dead corses, for to deck them with. 
My shady walks to great men*s servitors, 
Who in their masters' shadows walk secure. 
My pleasant open air and fragrant smells 
To Croydon and the grounds abutting round. 
My heat and warmth to toiliug labourers, 
My long days to bondmen and prisoners, 
My short night[sl to young [unjmarried souls. 
My drought and thirst to drunkards' quenchless 

throats : 
My fruits to Autumn, my adopted heir : 
My murmuring springs, musicians of sweet sleep, 
To malcontents [who], with their well-tun*d ears,^ 
Channell'd in a sweet falling quatorzain, 
L)o lull their cares ^ asleep, listening themselves. 
And finally, O words, now cleanse yoiu* course 
Unto Eliza, that most sacred dame, 
Whom none but saints and angels ought to name, 
All my fair days remaining I bequeath 
To wait upon her, till she be retuni'd. 
Autumn, I charge thee, when that I am dead, 
Be prest^ and serviceable at her beck. 
Present her with thy goodliest ripened fruits ; 
Unclothe no arbours, where she ever sat. 



Queen Eliiabeih'B chapel is speaking of the poet. " We 
tire not bo officiously befriended by him as to have his pre- 
sence in the 'tiring house to prompt us aloud, stampe at the 
hooke-hcidtr, sweare for our properties, curse the poor tire- 
man, raile the musicke out of tune, and sweat for every 
veniall trespasse we commit, as some author would." 

^ [Old copy, carei. The word murmuring is, by an appt* 
rent error, repeated in the 4*" from the preceding line.] 

* [Old copy, cartel * Keady. 
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Aia> TB8TAHZNT. 

Touch not a tree thou think'st she may pass by. 
And, Winter, with thy writhen, frosty fwe, 
Smooth up thy vieage, when thou look'et on 

Thou never look'st on such bright majesty. 

A charmed circle draw about her court, 

Wherein warm days may dance, and no cold 

On seas let winds make war, not ve.x her rest ; 
l^uiet enclose her bed, thought tlj- her breast. 
Ah, gracious queen ! though summer pine away. 
Yet let thy flourishing stand at a stay. 
First droop this universal's aged frame, 
£re any malady thy strength should tame. 
Heaven raise up pillare to uphold thy hand. 
Peace may have still his temple in thy land. 
Lo ! I have said ; this is the total sum. 
Autumn and Winter, on your faithfulness 
For the performance I do firmly build. 
Farewell, my friends : Summer bids you farewell I 
Archers and bowlers, all my followers, 
Adieu, and dwell with desolation : 
Silence must be your master's mansion. 
Slow marching, thus descend I to the fiends. 
Weep, heavens ! inonm, earth I here Summer ends. 
[//«•« the Salt/rt and wood-iit/mpln carry liiii 
out, singing a 
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The Sony. 

Autumn hath all the mmmer'i/rKil/ul trtature; 
Gone ii our sport, fitd is poor Crogdon't pUaiure ! 
Short days, sharp days, long nights come on apace: 
Ah/ who shall Hide us/rom tlte winier's/aee t 
Cold doth increase, the siehuss will not cease, 
An-l here me lie, God bums, with little ease. 

Front winter, plague, and pestilence, good Lord, 
deliver us I 
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London doth mourn, Lambeth is quite f whim ; 
Trader cry, woe worth Hiat ever thty were horn ! 
The waiUof term is toion and city*8 Jiarm?- 
Close chambers we do want to keep us warm. 
Long banished must we live from our friends: 
This low-built house ieill bring us to our ends. 

From winter, plague, and pestilence, good Lord, 
deliver us I 

Will Sum. How is't, how is't ? you that be of 
the graver sort, do you think these youths worthy 
of a plaudite for praying for the queen, and singing 
the litany 1 They are poor fellows, I must needs 
say, and have bestowed great labour in sewing 
leaves, and grass, and straw, and moss upon cast 
suits. You may do well to warm your hands with 
clapping before you go to bed, and send them to 
the tavern with merry hearts. 

Enter a little BoY with an Epilf>gue, 

Here is a pretty boy comes with an Epilogue to 
get him audacity. I pray you, sit still a little and 
hear him say his lesson without book. It is a ^ood 
boy : be not afraid : turn thy face to my lord. 
Thou and I will play at pouch to-morrow morning 
for breakfast. Come and sit on my knee, and ril 
dance thee, if thou canst not endure to stand. 

The Epilogue. 

Ulysses, a dwarf, and the prolocutor for the 
Grecians, gave me leave, that am a pigmy, to do 

^ This line fixes the date when ** Summer's Last Will and 
Testament" was performed very exactly — viz., during 
Michaelmas Term, 1593 ; for Camden informs us in his 
" Annals," that in consequence of the plague, Michaelmas 
Term, instead of heing held in London, as usual, was held at 
St Albans. 
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AND TESTAUENT. 

an embassage to you from the cranes. GontWmen 
(for kings are no belter), certain humble animals, 
called our actors, commend them unto you ; who, 
what offence they have committed I know not 
(except it be in purloining some hours out of Time's 
treasury, that might have been better employed) 
but by me (the agent of their imiwrfections) they 
humbly crave pardon, if haply some of their terms 
have tn«i awry, or their tongues stumbled unwit- 
tingly ou any man's content. In much corn is 
some cockle ; in a heap of coin hero and there n 
piece of copper: wit hath his dregs as well as 
wine; words their waste, ink his blote, every 
epeecli his parenthesis ; poetical fury, as well crabs 
as sweetings for his summer fruits. Nemo tapit 
omnibu* horit. Their folly is deceased ; their fear 
is yet linng. Nothing can kill an ass but cold : 
cold eutertaiimient, discouraging sooffs, authorised 



in impudence, only in hope to sit o^unning in your 
smiles. The lioinaus dedicat«d a temple to the 
fever quartan, thinking it some great god, because 
it shook them so ; and another to ill-fortune in 
Esquiliis, a mountain in Rome, that it should not 
plague them at cards and dice. Your grace'n 
frowns are to them shaking fevers : your least dis- 
favours the greatest ill-fortune that may betide 
them, They can build no U^mples but themselves 
and their best endeavours, with all prostrate reve- 
rence, they here dedicate and offer up wholly tu 
your service. Sit bonus, 0, fielirqut tuts.' To make 
the goils merry, the celestial clown Vulcan tuned 
' 's polt foot to the measures of Apollo's lut«, and - 
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danced a limping galliard in Jove's starry hall : to 
make you merry, that are gods of art and guides 
unto heaven, a number of rude Yulcans, unwieldy 
speakers, hammer-headed clowns (for so it pleaseth 
them in modesty to name themselves) have set 
their deformities to view, as it were in a dance 
here before you. Bear with their wants; lull 
melancholy asleep with their absurdities, and 
expect hereafter better fruits of their industry. 
Little creatures often terrify great beasts: the 
elephant fiieth from a ram : the lion from a cock 
and from fire ; the crocodile from all sea-fish ; the 
wliale from the noise of parched bones. Light 
toys chase great cares : the great fool Toy hath 
marr*d the play. Good night, gentlemen ; I go, 

[^Ltt him he carried away?' 
Will Sum. Is't true, jackanapes ? do you serve 
me so ? As sure as this coat is too short for me, 
all the points of your hose for this are condemned 
to my pocket, if you and 1 e'er play at span-counter 
more. ValeU, apectatares : pay for this sport with 
a plaudiu, and the next time the wind blows from 
this comer, we will make you ten times as merry. 

Barbat^us hie ego sum, quia non inUlligor ulli. 



^ These words, which are clearly a stage direction, and 
which show how mere a child delivered the Epilogue, in the 
old copy are made part of the text 
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INTRODUCTION. 



" The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington" and 
" The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington " * were both 
formerly ascribed to Thomas Heywood, on the always 
disputable authority of Kirkman the Bookseller. The 
discovery of the folio account-book of Philip Henslowe, 
proprietor of the Rose theatre on the Bank-side, enabled 
Malone to correct the error.^ The following entries in 
Henslowe's MSS. contain the evidence upon the sub- 
ject : — 

" Feb. 1697-8.— The first part of Robin Hood by Anthony 

Mundy. 
" The second part of the Downfall of Earl Huntington, 

simamed Kobinhood by Anthony Mundy and Henry 

Chettle." 

It is to be observed that wliat Henslowe mentions as 
*' the second part of the Downfall of Earl Huntington" 
is in fact the play called on the printed title-page 

^ Malone originally supposed the plays to be by Heywood, 
and so treated them. In the last edit of Shakespeare by 
Boswell (iii. 99) the mistake is allowed to remain, and in a 
note also '*The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington" is 
quoted as Heywood's production. 

* Ritson, in his " Robin Hood," I. li. et $eq., gives some 
quotations from them, as by Munday and Chettle. 
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" The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington." Hence 
we find that Anthony MunJay wrote the firti part or 
" Downfall*' alone, and the second part or " Death*' in 
conjunction witli Henry Chettle: neverthelefls there is 
a memorandum by Henslowe, by which it seems that 
Chettle had something to do also with the first part 
It 13 in these terms: — 

" Lent unto Robarte Shawe the 18 of Novemb. 1598, to 
lend unto Mr Cheattle upon the mending of The 
First Part of Robart Iloode, the sum of xt." 

Tiie loan here mentioned was perhaps in anticipa- 
tion of ** the mending ;" and Malone subsequently met 
with the following notice: "For mending of Robin 
Hood for the Corte ;" M'hich might be written after the 
improvements, considered necessary before the perform- 
ance of the play at Court, had been completed. 

Anthony Munday must have been bom in 1553, for 
the monument to him in the Church of St Stephen, 
Coleman Street, states, that at the time of his death, 
10th August 1633, he was eighty years old. From the 
inscription we likewise learn that he was **a citizen 
and draper." In 1589 he lived in the city, and dates 
his translation of " The History of Palmendos" " from 
my house in Cripplegate." That he carried on the busi- 
ness of a draper, or had some connection with the trade 
as late as 1613, may be gathered from the following 
passage at the close of " The Triumphs of Truth," the 
city pageant for that year, by Thomas Middleton: 
"Tlie fire-work being made by Maister Humphrey 
Nichols, a man excellent in his art ; and the whole 
work and body of the Triumph, with all the proper 
beauties of the workmanship, most artfully and faith- 
fully performed by John Grinkin ; and those furnished 
with apparel and porters by Anthony Munday, Gentle- 
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itian." The style of ''gentleman" was probably given 
to hitn with reference to the productioiiB of liia pea. 

At what date he acquired the title of " poet to the 
city" doea not appear: he wrote the Lord Mayor's Pa- 
geant in 1 60S ; but he had certainly earlier been simihirly 
employed, us Ben Jonson introduces him in that capa- 
city in " The Case is Altered," which waa written in 
the end of 1598 Ot beginning of 1699.' He there throws 
some ridicule upon Don Antonio Bolladino (us he calls 
Munday), and Mr Gifibrd was of opinion that Middle- 
ton meant to ceuEure him in his " Triumphs of Truth," 
iw the impudent "common writer" of city pageants; 
but this is hardly consistent with the mention Middle- 
ton introduces of Munday at the close of that perform- 
ance. Besides, Dekker ivrote the pageant for the year 
1612, immediately preceding that for which Middlehm 
was engaged ; and that Munday was not in disrepute is 
(.bvious from the fact that in 1614, 16in, and 1616, his 
pen was again iu request for the eome purpnse. 

Whatever mi),'lit have been Muuday'a previous life, 
in the year 1582 he waa placed in no very enviable 
sitnaliuD. He liad been mainly inEtruueuta) in detect- 
ing the Popish Conspiracy in that year, which drew 
down upon him the bitter animosity of the Jasuilf. 
Tiiey charged him in their publications (from which 

1 Mr GEETurd fell into an error (Gen Jonson, vi. 320) in 
atftUng that "The Case is AlMred" "should liaTS stood at 
the head of Jonaou's works, had chronolo^ only been con- 
sulted." Iathe"Lifeaf Ben JonsQu/'henEon toHemlowe'a 
(iipcre to prove that "Every Man in his llumoor" was 
M'rittun in 15S6, and in " The Case is Altered," Ben Jonsan 
eipreasly quotes Meres' "PalladU Tamia," "bich waa not 
published until 1£98. Hash's "Lenten StufT," affords eii- 
deece that " the witty play of ' The Caae is Altered ' " waa 
popular in 

VOL. VIIL 
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extracts may be seen in Mr A« Chalmen* " Biograpliieal 
Dictionaiy/' and elsewhere) with having been ** fiitt a 
stage-player and afterwards an apprentice,* and after 
being "hissed from the stage" and residing at Rome, 
with having returned to his original occupation. Mim- 
day himself admits, in the account he published of 
Edmund Campion and his confederates, that he Tras 
"some time the Pope's scholar in the Seminary of 
Home,'' but always stoutly denied that he was a Boman 
Catholic Perhaps the most curious tract upon this 
subject is that entitled, " A breefe and true reporte of 
the Execution of certaine Traytours at Tibome the 
xxviii, and xxx dayes of May 1582. Gathered by A. IC. 
who was there present.'' He signs the Dedication at 
length " A. Munday," and mentions that he had been a 
witness against some of the offenders. The persons he 
saw executed were, Thomas Foord, John Shert, Bobert 
Johnson, William Filbie, Luke Kirbie, Lawrance Rich- 
ardson, and Thomas Cottom ; and he seems to have been 
publicly employed to confute them at the foot of the 
gallows, and to convince the populace that they were 
traitors and Papists, denying the supremacy of Queen 
Elizabeth. He there had a long dispute with Kirbie 
upon matters of fact, and, according to his own showing, 
was guilty while abroad, at least of a little duplicity. 
He notices having seen Captain Stukely at Rome, who 
was killed at the Battle of Alcazar in 1578. In the 
conclusion he promises his "EngUsh Romaine Lyfe" 
** so soon as it can be printed," in which he purposes to 
disclose the '' Romish and Sathanical juglings " of the 
Jesuits. 

Munday was a very voluminous author in verse and 
prose, original and translated, and is certainly to be 
reckoned among the predecessors of Shakespeare in 
dramatic composition. Ills earliest work, as far as can 



INTRODUCTION. 99 

be now oseertnineJ, waa "The Mirror of Mutability," 
1670, when be was in his S6tli year : he dedicates it to 
the E^rl of OiTotd, and perhaps then belonged to the 
couipimy of players of that nobleman, to which he had 
agaiu attached himself on his rctnni from Italy.* The 
Council Begisten show that thia nobleman liarl a com- 
pany of players under his protection in 1575. Muncloy'a 
" Banquet of Dainty Conceits " was printed in 1588, and 
we particularise it, because it was unknown (p Ame?, 
Herbert, and Bitson. Catalopues and specimens of hia 
other undramatic works may lie found in " Bibliographia 
Poelicn," " Cenaura Litcraria," " British Bibliographer," * 
Ac The esrliest praise of Mnnday is contained in 
Wobhe'fl "Discourse of English Poetrie," 1586, where 
his "Sweet* Sobs of Sheepheardea »nd Nymphea" is 
especially pointed out u " very rare poetrie." Fnuicia 
MeK^ in 1 S9S (" Palladis Tomia," fo. 283, b.), enmncr.it- 
ing many of the best dramatic poeta of his day, including 
Shakespeare, Heywood, Chapman, Porter, Lodge, &c, 
gives Anthony Monday tlie praise of being "our best 
plotter," a distinction tltat excited the spleen of Ben 



> Ob (be title-page of his tnnsliUca of "PslmBrin of 
England," the third part of which bean date in 1GU2, be la 
called ■■ one of tha Meseengeii of her Mgjeaty's Cbambcr ; " 
but how, and St vhit date he obtained tliig " small court 
appointment," wo are without informstioD. Perhaps it was 
given t« him as a reward far his serrii^es in 15S2. 

' Munday did not always publish aaderhig own name, and 
aeconliiig to liiUon, whoic authority Las often been iguated 
on this point, translated " The Orator, written in French by 
Alexander Silrajn," under the name of Lsxarus Plot, from 
the dedication to which it may be inferrEd that be bad been 
in the irmy. " A ballad made by AnL Munday, of the ea- 
eoaragement of an English soldier to hia fcUow mates," was 
licenced to John Charluvood, in IS'9, 
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JouBon in his " Case is Altered/' more partiealorlyy as 
he was omitted. 

Nearly all the existing information respecting Anthony 
Munday*s dramatic works is derived from Henslowe's 
papers.^ At what period he hegan to write for the stage 
cannot be ascertained : the earliest date in these MSS. 
connected with his name is December 1597 ; but as he 
was perhaps a member of tlie Earl of Oxford's theatrical 
company before he went abroad, and as he was certainly 
at Home prior to 1578, it is likely that he was very early 
the author of theatrical performances. In the old cata^ 
logues, and in Langbaine's " Momus Triumphana,*' 1688, 
a piece called '' Fidele and Fortimatus " is mentioned, 
and such a play was entered at Stationers* Hall, Noy. 
12, 1584. There is little doubt that this is the same 
production, two copies of which have been discovered, 
with the running title of "Two Italian Gentlemen," 
that being the second title to " Fidele and Fortu- 
natus" in the Kegister. Both copies are without 
title-pages; but to one of them is prefixed a dedi- 
cation signed A. M., and we may with tolerable cer* 
tainty conclude that Anthony Munday was the author 
or translator of it, and that it was printed about the 
date of its entry on the StatioueiV Books. It is pretty 
evident that the play now reprinted from the only 
known edition in 1601 was written considerably before 
1597-8, the year when it is first noticed in the accounts 
of the proprietor of the Rose. The story is treated 
with a fiimi)licity bordering upon rudeness, and his- 
torical facts are perverted just as suited the purpose of 
the writer. Whether we consider it as contemporary 

* [See the more copious memoir of Munday by Mr Collier, 
]>rcfixed to the Shakespeare Society's edit, of Lis ^* John-a- 
Kent," &c., 1851.] 
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wilh, or preceding the productiona of tlie aaine'c}asa by 
ShAkespearc, it ia a relic of high interest, and n^ly all 
the sylvan portions of the play, in which Rohin HQod ,• , 
and his " merry men" ore engaged, are of no ordinary'." ,'. ' . 
beauty. Some of the serious scenes are also extremely *"\-*^ 
well written, and the hlank-Terse, JnterperBcd with 
rhymes, as woa usual in our earlier dramna, by no means 
inharmonious. 

The subsequent catalogue of plnya which Monday 
wrote, either alone or in conjunction with others, is 
derived from the materials supplied by Malone. 

1. Mother Badcap, by Anthony Munday and Uicliaol 
Drayton. December 1G97. Not printed.' 

3. The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Munday. February 1597-8. Printed in 1601. 

3. The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Itlunday and Henry Chettle. February 
1S9T-8. Printed in 1601. 

4. The Foneral of Richard Cotdelion, by Robert 
Wilson, Henry Chcttle, Anthonj' Munday, and Michael 
Drayton. May laSS. Not printed. 

5. Valentine and Orson, by Richard Hathwaye and 
Anthony Munday. July 1598. Not printed. 

6. Chance Medley, by Rol«rt Wilson, Anthony Mun- 
day, Michael Drayton, and Thomas Dekki^r. August 
1B93. Not printed. 

7. Owen Tudor, by Michael Drayton, Richard 
Hatliwaye, Anthony Munday, and Robert Wilson. 
January 1599-1600. Not printed. 

e. Fair Constance of Rome, by Anthony Munday, 
Richard Hathwaye, Michael Drayton, and Thomas 
Dekker. June 1600. Not printed, 



' That ii, no printed copy has yet been discuvcred, 
althoash it may have paiied through the prcM. 
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d/'^iii Constance of Home, Part II., by tlie some 
•Authdirs. June 16(X). Not printed. 

'-10. The Rising of Cardinal Wolsey,^ by Anthony 
Munday, Michael Dmyton, Henry Chettle, and Went- 
worth Smith. November 12, 1601. Not printed. 

11. Two Harpies, by Tliomas Dekker, Michael Dray- 
ton, Thomas Middleton, John "Webster, and Anthony 
Munday. May 1602. Not printed. 

12. The "Widow's Chann, by Anthony Munday. July 
1602. Printed in 1607, as Malone conjectured, under 
the title of " The Puritan or Widow of Watling Street,** 
and ascribed to Shakespeare. 

13. The Set at Tennis, by Anthony Munday. 
December 1602. Not printed.* 

14. The first part of the Life of Sir John Oldcastle, 
by Anthony Munday, Michael Drayton, Robert "Wilson, 
and Richard Hathwaye. 

Of the last, two e<litions were published in 1600, the 
one with, and the other without, the name of Shake- 
speare on the title-page ; but Mr Malone discovered, 
from the Registers of the Stationers' Company, that he 
was not concerned in it. "Whether Munday >vrote any 
plays subscc^uent to the date to which Henslowe*s impere 
extend, is not known. 

Such particulars as have come down to us reganling 
Henry Chettle will be prefixed to " The Dealli of the 
Earl of Huntington," the second part of the play now 
reprinted. 



1 In Henslowe's MSS. this play is also called, ** The First 
part of Cardinal Wolsey." 

* In 1020 was printed "The World tossM at Tennis, by 
Thomas Middleton and William IJowley." Perhaps it is the 
same play, and Munday had a share in the authorship of it. 
[This is not at all prohabic.] 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE.1 

Skelton. 

Sib John Eltham. 

KiJXQ Richard the First. 

Prince John. 

Robert Earl of Huntington. 

Little John. 

Scarlet. 

scathlock. 

Friar Tuck. 

Much, the Chwn, 

Lbioestxb. 

Richmond. 

Sausbubt. 

Chesteb. 

Sentloe. 

FiTZWATEB. 

Lact. 

Sib Hugh Lact. 
Sib Gilbert Brouobton. 
Bishop or Elt. 
Prior of York. 
Justice Warman. 
Warvan's Cousin. 
Ralph. 
Jailor of Nottingham, Sheriff, Messenger, Boy, Colliers, d'C. 
Queen Elinor. 
Matilda, Fitzwater's Daughter. 
Warman's Wife. 
Old Woman. 

1 There is no list of characters prefixed to the old copy. 
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THE DOWNFALL OF 
ROBERT EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 



ACT I., SCENE 1. 
Enter SiR JoHS ELTH.VM, and kiiockt ai Seblton'h 

Sir John. How, Martor Skelton ; what, at study 
hard 1 [Optnt the door. 

Skgl. Welcome and wish'd-for hoDest Sir John 
Elthata 
1 have Rent twice, and either time he misa'd 
That went to seek you. 

Elt. So full well he might : 

' This forma the Inductton to the pl»7i which parporli 
lo hjtre been writlcn to be performed iieforD Hcnir \ III., 
Uy Sir Thomas Mmilte. who performed Roliin Hood, tv Sir 
JohnEltham.wliaiilRjedthepartof Little John, by Skelton, 
irho acted Priir Tuck, by " Little Tncy," M he is cilled, 
vho BDpporled the character of Uaid Mariati. and other*, 
irhoCB namea are not taentioned. Th« whole is onlj- sup- 
poaed to be a rehcarval prior to the reprMcntation of the 
piece before the kins, ■■i<l ia the conne of il Skellon and 
Sir John Elthun have Tariona critical and explanatorji 
interlooatians. SkslIOD. it will ba obserred, aieo ttnder- 
takes the dot; of interpreting the otberwiw " inexplicable 
dumb-Rhow." The old copv ia not divided iulo acts and 
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These two hours it pleased his majesty 
To use my service in surveying maps, 
Sent over from the good King Ferdinand, 
That to the Indies, at Sebastian's suit. 
Hath lately sent a Spanish colony. 

Skel. Then 'twill trouble you, 
After your great affairs, to take the pain 
That 1 intended to entreat you to, 
About rehearsal of our ^ promised play. 
Elt. Nay, Master Skelton ; for the King him- 
self. 
As we were parting, bid me take great heed 
We fail not of our day : therefore, I pray, 
Send for the rest, that now we may rehearse. 
Skel. 0, they are ready all, and dress'd to 
play. 
What part play you ? 

Elt. Why, I play Little John, 
And came on puq>ose with this green suit. 

SxEii. Holla, my masters ! Little John is come. 
[At evert/ door all tJie players run oui^ some 
crying " Where ? where ? " others, " Welcome^ 
Sir John:" among others the hoys and 
Clown. 
Skel. Faith, little Tracy, you are somewhat 
forward : 
What, our Maid Marian leaping like a lad ? 
If you remember, Robin is your love — 
Sir Thomas Mantle yonder — not Sir John. 

Clown. But, master. Sir John is my fellow, for 
I am 
Much the miller's son, am I not? 

Skel. I know ye are, sir ; 
And, gentlemen, since you are thus prepared. 
Go in, and bring your dumb-scene on the stage ; 



^ [Old copy, your.] 
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And I, as prologue, purpose to express 
The ground v hereon our history is laid. 

[£j:eunt. Manent Skelton aitd SiR JOHN. 

TrumptU sound. Enter Jirtt KiNG RICHARD, teith 
drum and ancient, ffiving Ely a purse and 
Hceplie; his mother, and bnitlirr John, CHES- 
TER, Leicestek, Lacy, ot/ttrt at the King's 
appoinlmenC doing reverence. T/k King ffoet 
in : presently Ely OKends Uie c/iair : CHESTER, 
John, and tlie Queen part ditpUatanlty. 
Enter KoBERT Eakl of Hlntisgton, Uad- 
inff Marian : /otloun him Warman, and after 
Warman the Prior j Warman ever fiatiering 
and making courtesy, tatiriff gifts of l/ut Prior 
htkind and hit matter before. PRIKCE John 
mtm, ofatth to take Marian. Queen 
EUNOR enlert, offering to pull KOBIN from 
ker ; but l/iep enfold tach other, atui tit doim 
wthin f/w curiaiat. \^^ARSIAN wifA tlie Prior, 
Bm Hugh Lacy, Lord 8entloe, and Sir 
Gilbert Broughton fold luinds, and drawing 
the curtaini, all [but the Prior) enter, and are 
kindly received by RouiN HoOD. Tlie cvrtauis 
are again situl. 

bid your dumb- 



Skel. Sir John, once 
shows come in, 
That, as they pass, I may expluin them alL 

Enttr Kino Richard, <tc. ^ 

Richard, cali'd Cteiir de Lion, tabes his leave, 
Like the Lord's champion, 'gainst the [lagaii foes, 

[In the old copy Lbii dircclioa U 
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That spoil Juda and rich Palestine. 

The nue of England and his princely seat 

He leaves with Ely, then lord chancellor ; 

To whom the Mother Queen, her son, Prince John 

Chester, and all the peers are sworn. 

[Exit ElCHARD cum miliiibw. 



Ely ascends tlie chair. 

Now reverend Ely, like the deputy 

Of Grod's great deputy, ascends the throne ; 

Which the Queen Mother and ambitious John 

Repining at, raised many mutinies : 

And how they ended, you anon shall hear. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



Enter Robert Earl of Huntington, leading 

Marian, ctr. ^ 

This youth that leads yon virgin by the hand 
(As doth the sun the morning richly clad) 
Is our Earl Robert or your Robin Hood, 
That in those days was Earl of Huntington. 
The ill-faced miser, bribed in either hand, 
Is Warman, once the steward of his house. 
Who, Judas-like, betrays his liberal lord 
Into the hands of that relentless Prior, 
Caird Gilbert Hood, uncle to Huntington. 
Those two, that seek to part these lovely friends. 
Are Elinor the queen and John the prince : 
She loves Earl Robert, he Maid Marian ; 
But vainly, for their dear affect is such, 
As only death can sunder their true loves. 



1 [The direction inserted on p. 107 is repeated in full in 
the 4«».] 
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Long liad they lov'd, and now it is agreed, 

This day they must be troth-plight, after wed. 

At Huntington's fair house a feast is held ; 

But envy turns it to a house of t»ars ; 

For those false guests, conspiring with the Prior, 

To whom Earl Robert greatly is tu ilebt, 

Mean at the banquet to betray the earl 

Unto aheav-y writ of outlawry. 

The manner and escape you all shall see. 

Elt. Which all, good Skeltou 1 

Skel. Why, all these lookers on ; 
Whom if we please, thu king will sure \ie pleaaVI. 
Look to your entrance ; get you in, Hir John. 

\E^it Sir John. 
^ly shift is long, for I play Friar Tuck ; 
Wherein, if Skelton have but any luck, 
He'll thank liis bearers oft with many a duck. 
For many talk of Kobin Uood, ihat never shot in 

his bow, 
But Skelton writ«s of Robin Hood what he dotb 
truly know,' 

Therefore I pray ye, 

Contentedly stay ye, 

And take no offending, 

But sit to the ending, 

Likewise I desire 

Ye would not admire 

My rhyme, ao I shift ; 

For this is my drift, 

' Tbis it in some sorC a p&rodj upon the well-kiiawn 
proverb, whicli u thui given by Kaj — 

'' Miuir ^11^ '}' Robin nood, Uaic tieirer shot in h^B bav. 
And mu>; ullc a( Ulll? Jah[^ Uul never dig htm kDaa.' 
It IB !>]£□ found in Cumden'a " KcmainB,'' by Pbilpot, 1939, 
p. 302, tbongb the Iwd line*, obrioiulj uonnectsil in «eii«i, 
ars Iberc Kparatud, [Soe also tlizlitt'a " Pcoverbi," 1S6B, 
p. !U.) 
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So mought I well thrive 
To make ye all blithe : 
But if ye once frown, 
Poor Skclton goes down ; 
His labour and cost, 
He thinketh all lost 
In tumbling of books 
Of marry-go-looks. 
The Sheriff with staves, 
With catchpoles and knaves, 
Are coming, I see : 
High time 'tis for me. 
To leave off my babble 
And fond ribble-rabble. 
Therefore with this court'sy 
Awhile I will leave ye.^ 

^ This sort of yerae, from the frequent use of it made bj 
Skelton in his poems, acquired the name of Skeltonie or 
SkeltonieaL According to the manner in ifrhich the poet's 
character is drawn, he could not avoid falling into the use 
of it, even out of its place, in the course of the play ; and of 
this a singular instance is given after the capture and dis- 
covery of Ely, when Sir John Eltham, in one of the inter« 
locutions, complains of Skelton that in performing tiie 
part of Friar Tuck he fell — 

" Into the vein 
Of ribble-rabble rhimea SkeltonieaL" 

In 15S9 was published a tract with the following curious 

title— 

'< A Skeltonical mlutatlon. 
Or condlgne gratulation. 
And Just Tcxation 
Of the Snanitih nation ; 
That iu bravado 
Spent many a cnuado 
Id setting forth an Armado 
England to inrado." 

The whole piece is in this kind of verse. A copy of it is 
in the British Museum. 

Puttenham, speaking of poetry of this sort, says: '*Such 
were the rimes of Skelton (usurping the name of Poet 
Laurcat), being in decdc but a rude, rayling rimer, and all 
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Enttr, at it were in fuatf, lA* PRIOR OF YORK, tie 
Sheriff, Justice M^ARMAN, Steward to BOBIN 
Hood. 

Prior. Here, Master Wannan, there's a liuii- 

For your good-will and futheraDce in this. 

War. I thank you, my Lord Prior. I inast 
away. 
To shun suspicion ; but be resolute, 
Aiid we will take him, have no doubt of it 
Prior. But is Lord Sentloe and the otlier cornel 
War. Lord Sentloe, Sir Hugh Lacy, and Sir 
Gilbert Broughton 
Are there, and aa they promis'd you last night. 
Will help to take him, when the Sheriflf cornea. 

lEjnt WaRMAN. 
Prior. Awhile, farewell, and thanks to them 

Come, Master Sheriff, the outlawry is proclaim'd. 
Send therefore quickly for more company, 
And at the back-i^te we will enter in. 

SiiER. We shall have much ado, 1 am afraid. 

Prior. No, they are very merry at a feast ; 
A feast where Marian, daughter to Lord Lacy, 
Is troth-plighted to wasteful Huntington ; 
And at the feast are my especial friends. 
Whom he suspects not. Come, we'll have lum, 



bia doiagB ridicaloai ; he uied botb abort dUtuncei and 
sbarl meuiires, pteaiing anelj Ui Uie papular ears : in our 
flourllj mit«r no baaUli them utterlj. — Artt of EnglUh 
Poeat, l&SU, p.(iB. 
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And for your pains hero is a hundred marks. 
SuER. I thank your lordship : we'll be diligent. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE m. 

IJnter RoBiN HoOD, Little John following him; 
the one Earl of Huniingtoriy ilie other ku ser- 
rant^ llOBIN Jiaving his napkin on his sitoulder, 
as if he wtre suddenly raised from dinner. 

lioB. H. As I am outlawed from my fame and 
state, 
Be this day outlawed from the name of days. 
Day luckless, outlaw luckless, both accurs'd ! 
[Flings away his napJdn and Iiat, and sitteth down. 

Lit. John. Do not forget your honourable state, 
Nor the true noblesse of your worthy house. 

Rob. H. Do not persuade me ; vain as vanity 
Are all thy comforts : I am comfortless. 

Lit. John. Hear me, my lord. 

Rob. H. What shall I hear thee say 1 
Already hast thou said too much to hear : 
Already hast thou stabVd me with thy tongue, 
And the wide wound with words will not be clos'd. 
Am I not outlawed by the Prior of York ? 
Proclxum*d in court., in city, and in town 
A lawless person ? this thy tongue reports. 
And therefore seek not to make smooth my grief ; 
For the rough storm thy windy words have rais'd, 
AVill not be calm'd, till 1 in grave be laid. 

Lit. John. Have patience yet. 

Rob. H. Yea, now indeed thou speakest 
l^atience hath power to liear a greater cross 
Than honour's spoil or any earthly loss. 

Lit. John. Do so, my lord. 

Rob. 11, Ay, now I would begin : 
But see, another scene of grief comes in. 
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Enter Marian,' 

Mar. Why is my lord so sad 1 wherefore so soon, 
bo suddenly, arose ye from the board ) 
Alas, my Robin I what distempering grief 
Drinks up the roseate colour of thy cheeks t 
Why art thou silent T answer me, my love. 

Rob. H. Let him, let him, let him make thee as 
sad. 
He hath a tongiie can banish thee from joy, 
And chase thy crimson colour from thy cheeks. 
Why speak st thou not 1 I pray thee. Little John, 
Let the short story of my long distress 
Be utter'd In a word. What, meau'et thou to 

protract t 
Wilt tbou not speak ) then, Marian, list to me. 
Tliis day thou wert a maid, and now a spouse, 
Ation, poor soul, a widow thou must be ! 
Thy Robin is an outlaw, Marian ; 
His goods and land must bo extended on, 
Himself exil'd from thee, thou kept from him 
By the long distance of unnumbered miles. 

[She thib, in hi* armt. 
Faint'st thou at tliis 1 speak to me, Marian ; 
My old love, newly met, part not so soon ; 
We have a little time to tarry yet. 

Mak. If but a little time, let me not stay. 
Part we to-day, then wiil I die to-day ! 

Lit, John. For shame, my lord \ with courage 
of a man 
Bridle tliia over-grieving iiassion, 
Or else dissemble it to comfort her. 

RoR H. I like thy counsel Marian, clear these 



■ MatildB U here, ami elsewhere, called Muriiii, before ii 
act she Ukes that name ; and after she has aasumed it, u 
he course of the plaj abe U froqiicall; called Halilda. 

VOL. vin, H 
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And with the suimy beams of thy bright eyes 
Drink up these mists of sottoit that arise. 

Mar. How can I joy, whan thou art banished ? 
Rob. H. I tell thee, love, mygriefiacounterfeit; 
And I abruptly from the table rose. 
The banquet being almost at an end, 
Only to drive confused and sad thoughts 
[Out of] ' the minda of the invited guests. 
For, gentle love, at great or nuptial feasts. 
With comic sports or tragic stately plays 
We use to recreate the feasted guests, 
Which 1 am sure our kinsfolk do expect. 

Mar. Of this, what then 1 this seems of no 

effect. 
Rob. H. Why, thus of this : as Little John can 
tell, 
I ha<l bespoken quaint comedians ; 
But great John, John the prince, my liege's bro- 
ther— 
My rival, Marian, he that cross'd onr love — 
Hath cross'd me in this jest,' and at the court 
Employs the players should have made us sjiort. 
This was the tidings brought by Little John, 
That first disturbed me, and begot tliis thought 
Of sudden rising, which by tluH, I know. 
Hath with amazement troubled all our guests. 



\t i., trhcro the king exclaims — 



Td gnce «ur Unqutl wlUi ■> 

Dr Farmer, in reference to tbe lin 



"Richird II., set i 
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Go in, good loTP : thou as the chonia sbalt 
Express the meaaing of my silent grief, 
Which is no more but this : I only mean 
(The more to honour our right noble friends) 
Myself in person to present some scenes 
Of tragic matter, or perchance of mirth, 
Even such as first shall Jump with my conceit. 
Mab. May I be bold thou hast the worst 



Lit, John. Fair mistress, ail is true my lord 
hath said. 

KoB, H. It is, it is. 

Mar. Speak not ao hollow then : 
So sigh and sadly speak true-sorrowing men, 

KoB. H. Believe me, love, believe me (I beseech). 
My first scene tragic la, therefore tragic speech 
And accente filling woful action, 
I strive to get. I pray thee, sweet, 
Go in, and with thy sight appease 
The many doubts tiiat may arise. That done, 
fie thou their usher, bring them to this place. 
And thou shalt see me with a lofty verse 
Bewitch the hearers' ears, and tempt their eyes 
To gaze upon the action that I use. 

Mas. If it be but a play, I'll play my part : 
But sure some earnest grief affrights thy' heart. 

Lit. JoBX. Letme entreat ye,madam, not to fear, 
For, by the honesty of Little John, 
It's but a tragic scene we have in hand. 
Only to fit the humour of the queen, 
Who is the chiefest at your troth-plight feast 

Mar. Then will I fetch her highness and the 
rest. [Exit. 

Rob. H. Ay, that same jealous queen, whose 
doting age 



' [OW copy, mj.) 
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Envies the choice of my fair Marian, 
She hath a hand in this. 

Lit. John. Well, what of that ? 
Now must your honour leave these mourning 

tunes, 
And thus by my areed you shall provide. 
Your plate and jewels 1 will straight pack up, 
And toward Nottingham convey them hence. 
At Rowford, Sowtham, Wortley, Hothersfield, 
Of all your cattle money shall be made ; 
And I at Mansfield will attend your coming, 
"Where we'll determine wliich way's best to take. 

Rob. H. Well, be it so ; a' God*s name, let it be ; 
And, if I can, Marian shall come with me. 

Lit. John. Else care will kill her. Therefore, 
if you please, 
At th' utmost comer of the garden wall, 
Soon in the evening wait for Marian ; 
And as I go I'll tell her of the plan.^ 
Yoiu" horses at the Bell shall ready be, 
I mean Belsavage ; * whence as citizens. 
That mean^ to ride for pleasure some small way, 
You shall set forth. 

Rob. H. Bo it as thou dost say. 
Farewell awhile : 



* [Old coii}% place.] 

' Hit«on has the followinier note upon this sign : ** That 
is, the inn so called, upon Ludt^ite Hill. The modern sign, 
'A'hich, however, seems to have been the same 200 years ago, 
is a Mi and a wild man ; but the original is supposed to 
have l)cen a Uautiful Indian^ and the inscription, La belle 
i>avtaff€. Some, indeed, asisert that the inn once l>clonged 
to a Lady AifibcUa Sauvufje ; and others that its name 
originally, the belle and Siuniffc, arose (like the George and 
Blue Boar) from the junction of two inns with those 
respective signs. Non nostrum est t<intas componcre lites.** 
**KobinHood,"I. p. liv. 

3 [Old copy, meant."] 
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In spite of grief, thy love compels me emile, 
But now our audience comes, we must look sad.^ 
Enter QcEKN Elinor, Marian, Sentloe, Lacy. 
Brouguton, Warman, Kol/iii'g ttemard. A» 
thri/ mat, LlTTLB JoHN uikispert viilh Mabia>', 
and eat. 
Qu. Elin. How now, my Lord of Huntington ) 
The mistress of your love, fair Marian, 
Telia us your sudden rising trom the bauquet 
Was but a humour which you mean to pui^ 
la some high tr^c lines or comic jests. 

Rob. H. Sit down, fair queen (the protegue's 
part is play'd ; 
Marian hath told ye, what I bad her tell) : 
Sit down. Lord Sontloe, cousin Lacy, sit : 
Sir Gilbert Broughton, yea, and Warinan, ail : 
Though you my steward be, yet for your gather- 
ing wit 
I give you place : sit down, sit down, I say : 
God's pity I sit : it must, it must be so. 
For you will sit when I shall stand, I know, 

[SiU t/,en aU d^m. 
And, Marian, you may sit among the rest, 
I pray ye do, or else rise, stand apart : 
These helps shall be beholders of my smart— 
You that with ruthless eyes my sorrows see, 
And came prejtar'd to feast at my sad fall, 
Whose envy, greediness, and jealousy 
Afford me sorrow endless, comfort small. 
Know what you knew before, wbat you ordain'd 
To cross the spousal banquet of my love. 
That I am outlaw'd by the Prior of York, 
My traitorous uncle and your trothless friend. 

' Little John's cji< ii marked here In the old eopf , but It 
does not t«ke pinn till afterwrnrdi : he Gnt irhi«pen Marim, 
u we are tnld immediitely, John in the origuial itandin^ 
for Little John, 




lis THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT 

Smile you. Queen Elinor? laugh'st tliou, Lord 

Seutloe ? 
Lacy, look'st thou so blithe at my lament? 
Broughton, a smooth brow graceth your stem face ; 
And you are merry, Warman, at my moan. 
The Queen except, I do you all defy ! 
You are a sort ^ of fawning sycophants. 
That, while the sunshine of my greatness 'dur'd, 
Revelled out all my day for your delights ; 
And now ye see the black night of my woe 
O'ershade the beauty of my smiling good, 
Xou to my grief add grief ; and are agreed 
With that false Prior to re])rieve my joys 
From execution of all hapj^iness. 

War. Your honour thinks not ill of me, I hope. 

Rob. H. Judas speaks first, with "Master, is it 1 < " 
No, my false steward ; your accounts are true ; 
You have dishonoured me, I worsliipp'd - you. 
You from a pjfltry pen-and-inkhom clerk, 
Bearing a buckram -satchel at your belt. 
Unto a justice' place I did ])refer ; 
Where you unjustly have ray tenants rackM, 
Wasted my treasure, and increased your store. 
Your sire contented with a cottage poor. 
Your mastership hath halls and mansions built ; 
Yet are you innocent, as clear from guilt 
As is the ravenous mastiff that hath spilt 
The blood of a whole flock, yet slyly conies 
And couches in his kennel with smear'd chaps. 
Out of my house ! for yet my house it is. 
And follow him, ye catchpole-bribed grooms ; 
For neither are ye lords nor gentlemen, 
That will be hired to wrong a nobleman : 



^ i.e., A collection or company, and not, as we now use the 
word, a kind ** of fawning gycophanta." 

- i.e., Made a Justice of Peace of him, entitling him to 
the style of Worthip, 
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For hired ye were last niglit, I know it, I, 

To be my guests, my faithless guests this day, 

That your kind host you trothless might Iwttray. 

But hence, and help the Sheriff at the door. 

Your worst attempt. Fell traitors, as you bo, 

Avoid, or I will execute ye all 

Era any execution come at me I YThty run autaff. 

They run ' away, so ends the tragedy. 

(Aside) RLirian, by Little Jolin, my mind you know ; 

If you will, do ; if not, why be it so, 

[Offer, to !fo i«. 
Qu. Elis. No words to me, Earl Robert, ere 



you go t 
Kcia H. 0, to your bigbn« 

queen; 



s 1 yea ; adieu, proud 



Had not you been, thus poor I had not been. [Exit. 

Qu, Elin. Thou wrong'sl me, Robert Earl of 
Huntington, 
And were it not for pity of this maid, 
I would revenge the words that tliou Iiast said. 

Mab. Add not, fair queen, distress unto distress. 
But, if you can, for pity make his less. 

Qc. Elin. I can and will forget deserving hate, 
And give him comfort in tliis woful slate. 
Marian, I know Earl Robert's wiiole desire 
la to have thee with him from hence away ; 
And though I iov'd him dearly to this day. 
Yet since I see he deadlier loveth thee. 
Thou shalt have at) the furtherance 1 may. 
Tell me, fair girl, and see thou truly tell. 
Whether this night, to-morrow, or next day, 
There be no 'pointment for to meet thy love ) 

Mar. There is, this night there is, I will not lie ; 
And, be it disappointed, I shall die. 

QtJ. EuN. Alas, poor soul ! my son. Prince John, 
my son, 

' [Old eftpj, raa.j 
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With several troops hath circuited the court, 
This bouse, the city, thab thou canst not 'scape. 

Mar. I will away with Death, though ha be grim. 
If they deny me to go hence with hini. 

Qu. Elin, Marian, 
Thou shalt go with him clad in my attire, 
And for a sliift I'll put thy garments on. 
It is not me my son John doth desire, 
But, Marian, it is thee he dotetb on. 
When thfiu and I are come into the field. 
Or any other place, where Eobin stays, 
Me in thy clothes the ambush will beset ; 
Thee in my robes they dare not once approach : 
So, while with me a-reasoning they stay. 
At pleasure thou with him may'st ride away. 

Mar. I am beholding to your majesty, 
And of this plot will send my Eobin word. 

Qu. Elis. Nay, never trouble him, lest it breed 
8usi>ect : 
But get thee in, and shift off thy attire : 
My robe ia loose, and it will soon be off. 
Go, gentle Marian, I will follow thee. 
And from betrayers' hands will sot thee free. 

Mar. I thank your highness, but I will not 
trust ye : 
My Eobect shall have knowledge of this shift. 
For I conceive already your deep drift. 

[Aside. Exit. 

Qu. Elin. Now shall I have my will of Hunt- 
ington 
Who, taking me this night for Marian, 
Will hurry me away instead of her ; 
For he dares not stand trifling to confer. 
Faith, pretty Marian, I shall meet with you,' 
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And with your lovely sweetheart Robert too : 

For when we come unto a bailing-place, 

If with like love my love he do not grace, 

Of treason capital I will accuse him. 

For trait'rotia forcing ine out of the court, 

And guerdon his disiUin with guilty death, 

That of a prince's love so lightly weighs, [Ejril. 



ACT IL, SCENE 1. 

fCiitrr Little Johx Jiijkting with the Sheriff and 
hu men; WaHMAN perruadini/ him. 

Lit. John. Wannan, stand off; 
Ttt-tattle, tell not me what ye pflii do : 
The goods, I say, are mine, and I say true. 

War. I say the Sheriff must see tliem, ere they 

go- 
Lit. John. You say so, Wannan : Little John 

says no. 
Sher. I say I must, for I am the king's shrievc. 
Lit. John. Your must ia false ; your office 1 

beheve. 
Watch, Down with him ! down with him ! 
Lit. John. Ye bark at me like curs, but I will 
down 
With twenty "Stand.and who goes there1'"of you, 
If ye stand long tempting my patience. 
Why, Maater iHieriff, think you me a fool t 
^^^hat justice is there you should search my trnnks, 
Or stay my goods for that my master owes 1 
Sber. Here's Justice Warman, steward to your 
lord, 
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Suspects some coin, some jewels, or some plate 
That 'longs unto your lord, are in your trunks, 
And the extent is out for all his goods ; 
Therefore we ought to see none be convey'd. 

War. True, Little John ; I am the sorrier. 

Lit. John. A plague upon ye else, how sore ye 
weep ! 
Why, say, thou upstart, that there were some help, 
Some little, little help in this distress, 
To aid our lord and master comfortless. 
Is it thy part, thou screen-fac'd snotty-nose. 
To hinder him that gave thee all thou hast ] 

Enter JUSTICE Warman's [Frenchl WiFE oddly 

attired. 

Wife. AVho's that, husband ? you, you ! means 
he you 1 

War. I, by'r Lady is it, I thank him. 

Wife. Ah, ye knave you ! God's pity, husband, 
why dis no your worship send the kneve to New- 
gate ? 

Lit. John. Well, Master Sheriff, shall I pass 
or no] 

Sher. Not without search. 

Lit. John. Then here the casket stands : 
Anv that dares unto it set their hands. 
Let him begin. 

Wife. Do, hisband ; 
You are a majesty : I warrant 
There's old knacks, chains, and other toys. 

Lit. John. But not for you, good maclam beetle- 
brows. 

Wife. Out upon him ! By my truly, Master 
Justice, and ye do not clap him up, I will sue a 
bill of remorse, and never come between a pair of 
sheets with ye. Such a kneve as this ! down with 
him, I pray. 

\Stt upon him : lie knocks some dcvm. 
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Wife. Ah, good Lord ! come not near, good 
hiisbnnd ; only chat^e liim, charge him ! Ah, 
good God ! help, help I 

Enter Prinoe Joiik, the EiSHOP OF Elv, tin Prior 
OF York, with othert. All ilat/. 

John. 'Wniat tumult have we here ) who doth 
resist 
The king's writa with such obstiuate (.■outemiit I 

Wife. This kneve. 

War. Thifl rebel 

Jons. How now, Little Jolin, 
Have you no more discretion than you show 1 

Ely. Lay hold, and clap the traitor by the faecle. 

Lit, Johk. I am no traitor, my good Lord of 
Ely. 
First liear me, then commit me, if you please. 

John. Speak, and bo brief. 

Lit. Joun. Here is a little box. 
Containing all my gettingB twenty year, 
Which is mine own, and no man's but mine own : 
This they would rifle, tbia I do defend. 
And about tliis we ouly do contend. 

John. You do the fellow wrong : Ills gooJa are 

You ouly must extend upon the Earl's. 
Prior. That was, my lord, hut now is Robert 
Hood; 
A simple yeoman, as his ser\'ante were. 

Wife. Back with that leg, my Lord Prior : there 
I that wore his servants think foul scorn 
to be called yeomen. 

Prior. 1 cry your worship mercy, Mistress 
Wurman : 
The squire, your husband, was his servant once. 
Lit. John. A scurvy squire, with reverence of 
these lords. 
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Wife. Does he not speak treason, pray 7 
Ely. Sirrah, ye are too saucy : get you hence. 
War. But hear me first, my lords, with patience. 
This scofiing, careless fellow, Little John, 
Hath loaden hence a horse 'twixt him and Much, 
A silly, rude knave — Much, the miUer's son. 

Enter MuCH, Cloton, 

Much. I am here to answer for myself, and have 
taken you in two lies at once : first. Much is no 
knave, neither was it a horse Little John and I 
loaded, but a little curtal of some five handfuls 
high, sib to the ape's only beast at Paris Garden.^ 

Lit. John. But, Master Warmaii, you have 
loaded carts. 
And turned my lord's goods to your proper use. 
Whoever hath the right, you do the wrong. 
And are 

Wife. AVhat is he, kneve ? 

Lit. John. Unworthy to be nam'd a man. 

Much. And I'll be sworn for his wife. 

Wife. Ay, so thou mayest, Much. 

Much. That she sets new marks of all my old 
lady's linen (God rest her soul !), and my young 
lord never had them since. 

^ Paris Garden (or as it is printed in the old copy, Pari»k 
Garden), was a place where bears were baited and other 
animals kept. Curtal was a common term for a small horse, 
and that which Banks owned, and which acquired so much 
celebrity for its sagaciousne^s, is so called by Webster — 

"And some there are 
Will keep a curtal to show Juggling tricks, 
And give out 'tis a siiirit.** 

— "Vittoria Corombona," [Webster's Works, by Hazlitt, 
ii. 47.) 

Sib is rdated to ; and perhaps the apt^B only hftut at Paris 
Oanten, may apply to Banks's pony. Dekker, in his 
** Villanies Discovered,'' 1620, mentions in terms ** Bankes 
his Curtal." 
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Wife. Out, out I I took him tbem but for to 
whiten, as God mend me. 
Ely. Leave off this idle talk; get ye both 

hence. 
Lit. John. I thank your honours ; we are not 
iu love 
With being here. 
We must seek service that are masterless. 

[Sxtunt MnoH and LiTTLE John. 
Ely. Lord Prior of York, here's your commis- 

You are best make speed, lest Id his country houses, 
By Ilia appointment, all his herds be sold. 

Prior, I thank your honour, taking humble 
leave. [Exit 

Ely. And, Master Warman, here's your patent 
sealed 
For the High Sheriffwick of Nottingham ; 
Except the king our master do repeal 
This gift of ours. 
John. Let him the while possess it 
Ely. a God's name, let him ; he hath my good 
will. \£xiL 

John. Well, Warman, this proud priest I can- 
not brook. 
Hut to our other matter : send thy wife away. 
Wah. Go in, good wife ; the prince with me 

hath private conference, 

Wife, By my troth, ye will anger me : now ye 

have the pattern, ye should call me nothing but 

Mistress Sheriff j for I tell you I stand upon my 

replications. [Eric. 

John. Thinkest thou that Marian means 
To 'scape this evening hence with Hobin Hood I 
The horse-boy told me so; and here he uomes, 
Disguised like a citizen, methinks. 
Warman, let's in ; I'll fit him presently : 
Only for Marian am I now his enemy. [EjxuiO. 
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Enter KOBIN, like a citizen. 

Rob. H. Earl John^ and Warman, two good 
friends of mine : 
I think they knew me not, or if they did 
I care not what can follow. I am sure 
The sharpest end is death, and that will come. 
But what of death or sorrow do I dream 1 
My Marian, my fair life, my beauteous love 
Is coming, to give comfort to my grief, 
And the sly queen, intending to deceive, 
Hath taught us how we should her sleights 

receive.2 
But who is this? God's pity^l here's Prince 
John. 

John. Good even, sir. This clear evening 
should portend 
Some frost, I tliink : how judge you, honest friend I 

Rob. H. I am not weather-wise ; but it may be 
We shall have hard frost ; for true charity. 
Good dealing, faithful friendship, honesty. 
Are chill-cold, dead with cold. 

John. O good sir, stay, 
That frost hath lasted many a bitter day. 
Know ye no frozen hearts that are belov'd ] 

Rob. H. Love is a flame, a fire, that being 
moved. 
Still brighter grows. But say, are you beloved 1 

John. I would l.>e, if I be not : but pass that. 
Are ye a dweller in this city, pray ] 

Rob. H. I am ; and for a gentlewoman stay, 
That rides some four or five mile in great haste. 



^ In the course of the play John is sometimes called EaH 
John, and sometimes Prince John, as it seems, indifferently. 
* [Old copy, dccctfc] 
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EiiUr QUEEM and Marian.' 

John, I see your Inbour, sir, is not in waste. 
For here ome two ; are either of these yours 1 
lioB. H. Both are — one most,* 
John. Which do you most respect I 
Rob. H. The youngest and the fairest I reject. 
John. Kobiu, I'll try you, whether ye say true. 
[Aii.lf. 
Rob. IL As you with me, so, John, I'll jest with 
you. [A tide. 

Qi;. Elin. Marian, let me go first to Bobin 
Hood, 
Anil I will tell him what we do intend. 

Mar. Do what your highness please ; your will 

is mine. 
John. My mother is with gentle Marian : 
O, it doth grieve her to be left behind. 

Qc, Elin. Shall we away, my Robin, lest the 
queen 
Betray our purpose t sweet, let ua away : 
I have OTeat will to go, no heart to stay, 

Rob. H. Away with thee 1 No ; get tnee far away 
From me, foul Marian, fair though thou be nam'd; 
For thy bewltcliing eyes have raised storms, 
Tiiat have my name and noblesse ever sham'd ; 
Prince John, my dear friend once, is now for thee 
Become an unrelenting enemy. 

John. But I'll relent and love thee, if thou leave 

her. 
Rob, H. And Elinor nay sovereign, mother- 
qiieeu,' 
That yet retains true passion in ber breast, 

■ Ti muai be recollected that (he Queen and Uoriin have 

csclianged dmscH, 
' (Old copy, mi«(.] 
' [ulil copy, tuvertijn'i moCAir, jiKcn.] 
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Stands mourning yonder. Hence ! I thee detest 

I will submit me to her majesty. 

Great princess, if you will but ride with me 

A little of my way, I will express 

My folly past, and humble pardon beg. 

Mar. I grant, Earl Kobert, and I thank thee too. 

Qu. Elin. She's not the queen ; sweet £obin, it 
is I. 

EoB. H. Hence, sorceress ! thy beauty I defy. 
If thou have any love at all to me, 
Bestow it on Prince John ; he loveth thee. 

[Exeunt ROBIN, MARIAN. 

John. And I will love thee, Robin, for this deed. 
And help thee, too, in thy distressful need. 

Qu. Elin. Wilt thou not stay nor speak, proud 
Huntington ? 
Ay me ! some whirlwind hurries them away. 
John. Follow him not, fair love, that from thee 
flies, 
But fly to him that gladly follows thee. 
AVilt thou not, girl 1 tuni'st thou away from me 1 

Qu. Elin. Nay, we shall have it then. 
If my quaint son his mother 'gin to court [Asuie. 
John. Wilt thou not speak, fair Marian, to 
Prince John, 
That loves thee well ? 

Qu. Elin. Good sir, I know you do. 
John. That can maintain thee. 
Qu. Elin. Ay, I know you can, 
But hitherto I have niiiintained you. 
John. My princely mother ! 
Qu. Elin. Ay, my princely son. 
John. Is Marian then gone hence wdth Hunt- 
ington 1 
Qu. Elin. Ay, she is gone ; ill may they either 

thrive. 
John. Mother, they [needs] must go, whom the 
devil drives ; 
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For your sharp fury and infernal mge. 
Your scorn of me, your spite to MariaD, 
Your oyerdoftting love to Uuntington, 
Hath cross 'd yourself^ and me it hath undone. 

Qu. Elin. I in mine own deceit have met 
deceit ; 
In brief the manner thus I will repeat. 
I knew with malice that the Prior of York 
Pursued Earl Robert ; and I furthered it, 
Though God can tell, for love of Huntington, 
For thu« I thought : when he was in extremes. 
Need and my love would win some good regard 
From him to me, if I relieved his want. 
To this end came I to the mock spouse-feast : 
To this end made I change for Marian's weed, 
That me for her Earl Robert should receive : 
But now I see they both of them agreed, 
In my deceit I might myself deceive. 
Come in with me, come in, and meditate 
How to tarn love to never-changing hate, [ Kxti. 

John. In by youreelf ; I pass not for your s^mWu. 
Of youth and beauty still you are the foe : 
The curse of Rosamond rests on your head, 
Fair Rose confounded by your cank'rous hate,' 
O, that she were not as to me she is, 
A mother, whom by nature I must love. 
Then I would tell her she were too-too base 
To dote thus on a banish'd careless groom : 
Then should I tell her that she were too fond 
To trust ^ fair Marian to an exile's hand. 



EnUr a MESSENGER /fom Ely. 

Ml«. My lord, my Lord of Ely sends for you 
About important business of tlie state. 

John. Tell the proud prelate I am not dispos'd 

• [Old copy, Unut.] 
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Nor in estate to come at his command. 

[Smitei him; he bteeila. 
Begone with that ; or tany, and take this I 
'Zwounds I are ye list'ning for &□ after-errand t 

[Exit MESSSNO-ER. 
Ill follow with revengeful, murci'rous hate 
The bamsh'd, beggar'd, bankru]it Huntington. 

EiUer Simon, Earl of Leiceiier. 

Lel How now, Printie John) body of met I 
muse 
W'liat mad moods toss ye in this busy time 
To wound the messenger that Ely sent, 
By our conaents 1 i' faith, ye did not well 

John. Leicester, I meant it, Ely, not his man : 
His servant's beaxl but bleeds, he headless ahall 
From all the issues of his traitor-neck 
Pour streams of blood, till he be bloodless lefL 
By earth, it shall — by heaven, it shall be so ! 
Leicester, it shall, though all the world say no. 

Lel It shall, it shall ! but how shall it be done 1 
Not with a stormy tempest of sharp words. 
But slow, still speeches and effecting deeds. 
Here comes old Lacy and his brother Hugh I 
One is our Mend, and the other is not true. 

Enter Lord Lacy, Sir Hugh, aitd hit Soy. 

Lacy. Hence, treacher, as thou art I by God's 
bless'd mother ! 
I'll lop thy legs off, though thou be my brother, 
If with thy flattering tongue thou seek to hide 
Thy traitorous purpose. Ah, poor Huntington ! 
How in one hour have villains thee undone I 

Hugh. Ifyouwill not believe what I have sworn, 
Conceit your worst. My Lord of Ely knows 
That wlmt I say is true. 
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Lacy. Still facoat thou 1 
Draw, boy, and quickly see that thou defend tliee. 

Lel Patience, Lord Lacy! get you gone, Sir Hugh; 
Provoke him not, for he hatli told you true : 
You know it, that I know the Prior of York, 
Together with my good lord cliancoUor, 
Corrupted you, Loid Sentloe, Broughton, Warmnn, 
To feast with Eobert on his day of fall. 

Hugh. They lie that say it : I defy ye all. 

John. Now, by the rood, thou liest. Waruiati 
himself, 
That creeping Judas, jo/d, and told it mc. 

IjACT. Let me, my IorIb, revenge niu of thi» 

By whom my daughter and her love were 1o«t. 

John, For her, let me revenge: with bitter cost, 
Shall Sir Hugh Lacy and his fellows buy 
Fair Marian's loss, lost by their treachery ; 
And thus I pay it 

[Slain him; hefidli; Soy mm in. 

Lel Sure payment, John. 

Lacy. There let the villain lie. 
For this old Lacy honours thee. Prince John : 
One treacherous soul Is sent to answer wrong. 



SnUr Ely, Ch^TER, Offieeii, Hvgh Laey't Boi/. 

Boy. Here, here, my lord I look, where my 

master hes. 
Ely. What murd'rous hand hath klU'd this 
gentle knight, 
Good Sir Hugh Lacy, steward of my lands 1 
John. Ely, he died by this princely hand. 
Ely, Unprincely deed 1 Death asketh death, 
you know. 
Arrest him, officers. 

John. air, I will obey. 
You will take bail, I hope. 
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Ches. 'Tie more, sir, than he may. 

Lgl Chester, he may by law, and there 
shall. 

Ely. Who are his bail 1 

Lel L 

Lacy. And I. 

Ely, You are confederates. 

John. Holy Lord, you lie. 

Ches. Be reverend, Prince John : my Lord of 
Ely, 
Yon know, is Regent for hia majesty, 

John. But here are letters from his majee^, 
Sent out of Joppa, in the Holy Land, 
To you, to tlieee, to me, to all the state, 
Containing a repeal of that large grant, 
And free authority to take the eeal 
Into the hands of three lords temporal 
And the Lord Archbishop of Roan, he senb J 
And he Eball yield it, or as Lacy lies, 
Desertfully, for pride and treason stabb'd, 
He shall ere long lie. Those, that intend as I, 
Follow this steely ensign, lift on high. 

[Li/liuphUdraKTtaword. £ci'f, cum LEICESTER 
ami Lacy. 

£ly. a thousand thousand ensigns of sharp steel, 
And feather'd arrows from the bow of death. 
Against proud John wrong'd Ely will employ. 
My Lord of Chester, let me have your aid. 
To lay the pride of haught,' usurping John. 

' Haught is frequenlly ugcd for iauifhty, irhen the poet 
wanta to abridge it of aByllnble: thus Shakespeare, in 
■■Rich«rdlll."nclii. ic. 3— 



Hs hu also "the haught NartbumlKrlnnd " and,' 
haught Protector." 

Kyd in " Cornelia," act iv., xho hu this line— 
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Ches. Some other course than war let iis 
bethink : 
If it may be, let not uncivil broili 
Our civil hands defile. 

Ely. God knows that I 
For quiet of the realm would angbt fortiear : 
But give me leave, my noble lord, to tear, 
Wlien one I dearly lov'd is murdered 
Under the colour of a little wrong 
Done to the wasteful Earl of Huntington ; 
Whom John, I know, dotli hate unto the death, 
Only for love ha bears to Lacy's daughter. 

Ches. My lord, it's plain this quarrel is but 
pick'il 
For an inducement to a greater ill ; 
But we will call the council of estate, 
At which the Mother Queen ahall present be ; 
Thither by summons shall Prince John be call'd. 
Leicester, and Lacy, who, it seems. 
Favour some factious purpose of the prince. 

Ely. You have advised well, my Lord of 
Chester ; 
And as you counsel, so do I conclude. [Jixeunt. 




Safer KOBIN HOOD and Matilda al ont door.- 
LrPTLE John arid Much </ie Mill<r'» ton 
al awther door. 

Much. Luck, I beseech thee, marry and amen I 

Blessing betide them ! (it be them indeed) 
Ah, for my good lord and my little lady ! ' 

I (Old copj, ih, ny good lMril,/ar, ite.l 
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Rob. H. What, Much and John ! well-met in this 
ill time. 

Lit. John. In this good time, my lord, for, 
lieing met, 
The world Rhall not depart us till we die.* 

Mat. Say'st thou me so, John f as I am true 
maid, 
If I live long, well shall thy love be paid. 

yivcii. Well, there be on us, simple though we 
►land here, have as much love in them as liittle 
•John. 

Mat. Much, I confess thou lov*st me very 
much, 
And I will more reward it than with words. ' 

Much. Nay, I know that ; but we miller's chil- 
dren love the cog a little, and the fair speaking. 

UoB. IL And is it possible that Warman's spite 
Should stretch so far, that he doth hunt the lives 
Of bonny S<:arlct and his brother Scathlock. 

Much. O, ay, sir : Warman came but yesterday 
to take charge of the jail at Nottingham, and this 
day he says he will hang the two outlaws. He 
mc^ns to set them at liberty ! 

Mat. Surh liberty God send the peevish wretch, 
In his most need. 

Ron. 11. Now, by my honour's hope, 
Yet buried in the low dust of disgrace, 
He is to blame. Say, John, where must they 
die 1 

Lit. John. Yonder's their mother's house, and 
hero the tree 
Whereon, poor men, they must forego their lives : 
And yonder comes a lazy loscl friar, 
Tliat is appointed for their confessor ; 



' i.e.f Shall not Kparate us till we die. See Giffbrd's note 
to *'The Renegado."— MMBinger'8 Works, ii. 136. 
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Who, when we brought your money to their 

mothers. 
Was wishing her to patience for their deaths. 

Enler Friar Tuck aitd Ralph, Warman's man. 

RaL. I am timorous, sir, that the prigioneru are 
passed from the jaiL 

Friar. Soft, sirrah ! by my order I protest 
Ye are too forward : 'tis no game, do jest. 
We go about 

Rob. H. Matilda, waUt afore 
To Widow Scarlet's house ; look, where it stands. 
Much, man your lady : Little John and 1 
Will come unto you thither presently. 

Much. Come, madam ; my lord has 'pointed the 
properer man to go Itefore yo. 

Mat. Be careful, I^bin, in this time of fear. 

[Ej:tunt Much, Matilda. 

J'riar. Now, hy the relics of the holy mass, 
A pretty girl, a very bonny lass. 

Rob. H. Friar, how like you her ) 

FrIab. Marry, by my hood, 
I like her well, and wish lier nought but good. 

Ral. Ye protract. Master Friar. I obsecrate yo 
with all courtesy, omitting compliment, you would 
vouch or deign to proceed. 

Fhiar. Deign, vouch, protract, compliment, ob- 
secrate) 
Why, goodman TrickB, who taught you thus to 

prate I 
Your name, your namet Were you never 
christen'd 1 

Ral. My nomination Radulph is, or Ralph : 
Vulgars corruptly use to call me Rafe. 

Friar. O foul corruption of base palUardize,' 
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When idiots, witless, travail to be wise. 
Age barbarous, times impious, men vicious ! 

Able to upraise. 

Men dead many days, 

That wonted to praise 

The rhymes and the lays 

Of poets laureate : 

Wliose verse did dec(»ate. 

And their lines 'lustrate 

Both prince and potentate. 

These from their graves 

See asses and knaves, 

Base idiot slaves, 

Witli boastings and braves 

Offer to upfiy 

To thjB heavens high, 

With vain fooler}' 

And rude ribaldr}'. 

Some of them write 

Of beastly delight, 

Suffering their lines 

To flatter these times 

With pandarism base. 

And lust do uncase 

From the placket to the pap : 

God send them ill-hap ! 

Some like quaint pedants, 

Good wit's true recreants, 

Ye cannot beseech 

From pure Priscian speech. 

Divers as nice. 

Like this odd vice. 

Are word-makers daily. 

Others in courtesy. 



our old writers. Dekker, in his *' Bellman of London/' 
1616, Big. D 2, gives a description of a PcUliard, Tack*t 
ezelamation looks as if it were quoted. 
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Whenever they meet ye. 
With new fashions greet ye : 
Changing each congee, 
Sometime beneath knee. 
With, '■ Good sir, pardon me," 
And much more foolery, 
Paltry and foppery, 
DiBsembling knavery r 
Hands sometime kissing, 
But honesty missing. 
God give no blessing 
To such base counterfeiting. 
Lit. John. Stop, Master Skelton ! whither will 

you mn 1 
Friar. God's pity! Sir John Eltham, Littlu 
John, 
I had fot^got myself. But to our play. 
Come, goodman Fashious, let us go our way, 
TJnto this hanging bnsinesa. Would, for mo. 
Some rescue or reprieve mi|;1it set them free. 

[Exeunt Frlar, RALFlf. 
ItoB. H. Heard'at tbou not, Little John, tlie 
friar's speech, 
Wishing for rescue or a quick reprieve 1 

Lit. John. He seems like a good fellow, my 

good lord. 
Rob. H. He's a good fellow, John, upon my 
word. 
Lend me tliy bom, and get thee in to Muc:h, 
And when 1 blow this horn, come both, and h«1|i 

Lit. Joh\. Take heed, my lord: that villain 
Warman knows you, 
And ten to one ht^ bath a writ against you. 

Eon. H. Fear not. 
Below the bridge a poor blind man dotli dwell. 
With him I will change my habit, and dis 
guise: 
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Only be ready when I call for ye ; 
For I will Bftve their lives, if it may be. 
Lit. John. I will do what you would imme- 
diately. 



t 



£/Ua- Warman, Scarlet, and Scathlock, hound,- 
Friar Tuck tu ihdr coa/ewor; offieen with 
liolberU. 

War. Master Friar, be brief; delay no time. 
Scarlet and Suathlock, never hope for life : 
Here is the place of execution, 
And you must answer law for what is done. 

Scar. Well, if there be no remedy, we must : 
Thougli it ill-seemeth, Warman, thou should'et be 
So bloody to pursue our lives thus cruelly. 

Scats. Out mother sav'd thee fro the gallows, 
Warman : 
His father did prefer thee to thy lord. 
One mother h^ we both, and both our fathers 
To thee and to thy father were kiod friends. 

Friar. Good fellows, here you see his IdndaeBS 

What he was once he doth not now consider. 
You must consider of your many sins : 
This day in death your happiness begins. 

Scar. If you account it happiness, good Friar, 
To bear us company I you desire : 
The more the merrier ; we are honest men. 

War. Ye were first outlaws, then yo proved 

thieves, 
And now all carelessly ye scoff at death. 
Both of your fathers were good, honest men ; 
Your motlier lives, their widow, in good fame ; 
But you are acapethrifts, uuthrifts, villaina, 

knaves. 
And aa ye lived by shifts, shall die with ahame. 
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ScATH. Warmati, good words, for tJl your bitter 
deedfi : 
Ill-speech to wreU'hed men is more tUan needs. 



£iU«r Ralph, runainff. 

Ral. Sir, retire ye, for it hath thus suc- 
ceeded : the carnifex or executor, ridiag on an ill- 
curtal, hath titubated or stumbled, and is uow 
cripplified, with broken or fractured libiards, and, 
sending you tiding of success, saith yourself must 
be his deputy. 

War. Ill-luck I but, sirrah, you shall serve the 
turn : 
The cords that hind ihem you shall hang them in. 

Rai. How are you, sir, of me opinionated ) not 
to poesesa your seDeschalship or shrievalty, not 
to be Earl of Nottingham, will Ralph bo nomi- 
nated by the base, scandalous vocifi:ratioii of a 
hungniaii ! 



£nUr Robin Uood, fiie an olU man. 

Rob. H. Where is the Shrieve, kind friends, I 
you beseech t 
With his good worship let me have some speech. 

Friar. There is the Sherifi', father : tliia is be. 

Rob. H. Friar, good alms and miuiy blessings ! 
thajik thee. 
8ir, you are welcome to this troublous shire : 
Of this day's execution did I hear. 
t^rlel and Scathlock murder'd my young eon ; 
Me have they robb'd and helplessly undone. 
Revenge I would, but I am old and dry : 
Wherefore, sweet master, for saint Charity, 
Since they are bound, deliver them to me. 
That for my sou's blood I reveng'd may ba. 
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fou wot it too-too 



b 



Scar. This old man lies : we ne'er did him bucIi 

wrong. 
Rob. H. I do not lie : 

well. 

The deed was such as you may shame to tell ; 
But I with all entreats might not prevail 
With your stem, stubborn minds, bent all to 

Shall I have such revenge then, Master Sheriff, 
That with my son's loss may suffice myself 1 

[Robin whiiptrt with them. 
War. Do, father, what thou wilt, for they must 

die. 
Friar. I never heard tliem touch'd with blood 

tm now. 
War. Notorious villains ! and they made their 
brajis, 
The Earl of Huntington would save their lives : 
But he is down the wind, as all such shall. 
That revel, waste aud spend, an<l luke no care. 
Rob. H. My horn once winded, I'll unbind my 
belt, 
Whereat the swords and bucklers are fast- tied. 

[To Starlet and Scathlock. 

SoATH. Thanks to your honour, \Ande.\ 

Father, we confess, 

And were our arms nnbound. we would upheave 

Our sinful hands with sorrowing hearts to heaven. 

ROR H. I will unbind 3-ou, with the sheriff's 

leave. 
War. Do : help him, Ralph : go to them, 

Master Friar. 
Rob. H. And as ye blew your horns at my son's 
death, 
So will I sound your knell with my best breath : 

\Sountla hit horn. 
And here's a blade, that hangeth at my belt, 
Shall make ye feel in death what my son felt. 
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JC'ifer Little John ami TJiccu.^ Fight: ch« 
Friar, maiitig a» if he helped tlie Sheriff, 
knocks dotMt hit men, crying, Ketp the kiug't 

Ral. O, they mnat be hanged, father. 
Rob. H. Thy master aud tliyself supply their 
rooms. 
Warman, approach me not ! tempt not my wrath, 
For if thou do, thou diest reniedJJesa. 

War. It is the outlaw'd Earl of Huntington ! 
Down with him, Friar ! 0, thou dost mistake 1' 
Fly, Ralph, we die else I let ua raise the shire. 

[Sheriff mm awa;/, and hit then. 
Friar. Farewell. Earl Robert, as I am true 
friar, 
1 had rather be thy clerk than serve the Prior. 
Rob. H. a jolly fellow. Scarlet, know'st thou 

him? 
Scar. He is of York, and of St Mary's cloister. 
There where your greedy unole is Lord Prior. 
Much. 0, murrain on je 1 have you two 'scap'd 
hanging 1' 
Hark ye, my lord : these two fellows kept at 

Bamsdale 
Seven year to my knowledge, and no man* 

' In tbc old copy. SuHrlet iiid Scatlilock are alio men- 

ined u enlrrmg at this junolure, but thcj were on the 
*Uge before. 

' The miitate to which IVnrman alludca ii, lb«l Friu 
Tuck tikeB part with Itobin Hood, instead of aaaiating llie 
Sheriff ag*i nit him. 

' Thia iDcideDi,vith some Tarialions, is r«l»t«d in the old 
ballad of "Boliin liood rescuing the Widow's tArtt eom 
from the Sheriff, when Boing to be eieculed." Sw RiUoti'* 
" Boli.n Hood,-' ji. 151. 

* The old copj ba« a blank here: but whether it was m 
in the originil 113., wbeiber a line bu dropped out br acci- 
dent, or wbetlier it waa meant that Much ahould be lod- 
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Rob. H. Here is no biding, masters : get ye in^ 
Take a short blessing at your mother*8 hands. 
Much, bear them company ; make Matilda merry : 
John and myself will follow presently. / 
John, on a sudden thus I am resolv'd — 
To keep in Sherwood till the king's return, 
And being outlaw'd, lead an outlaw's life. 
(Seven years these brethren, being yeomen's sons. 
Lived and 'scap'd the malice of their foes.)^ 
How think'st thou. Little John, of my intent 1 

Lit. John. I like your honour's purpose exceed- 
ing well. 

Rob. H. Nay, no more honour, I pray thee, 
Little John ; 
Henceforth I will be called Robin Hood. 
Matilda shall be my maid Marian. 
Come, John, friends all, for now begins the game ; 
And after our deserts so grow our fame ! [Exeunt, 



ACT in., SCENE 1. 

BiUer Prince John, aiul his Lords, wiith Soldiers, 

John. Now is tliis comet shot into the sea, 
Or lies like slime upon the sullen earth. 
Come, he is dead, else should we hear of him. 
Sal. I know not w^hat to think herein, my 

lord. 
Frrz. Ely is not the man I took him for : 
I am afraid we shall have worse than he. 
John. Why, good Fitzwater, whence doth spring 
your fear. 

denly interraptcd by Robin Hood, must be matter of con- 
jecture. 

^ So printed in the old copy, as if part of some poetical 
narratiye. 



EARL OP HUNTINGTON. 143 

FiTZ. Him for his pride we justly have sup- 
press' d ; 
But prouder climbers are about to rise. 

Sal. Name them, Fitzwater; kiww you any 
sucihl 

John. Fitzwater means not anything, I know ; 
For if he did, lus tongue would tell his heart. 

FiTZ. An argument of my free heart, my lord, 
That lets the worid be witness of my thought. 
A\'ben I was taught, Ime dealing kept the school ; 
Deeds were sworn partners with protesting words ; 
We said and did ; these say and never mean. 
This upstart protestation of no proof — 
Tliis, " I beseech you, sir, accept my love ; 
Command me, use me ; 0, you are to blame, 
That do neglect my everlasting zeal, 
My dear, my kind affect ;" when (God can tell) 
A sudden puff of wind, a lightning flash, 
A bubble on the stream doth longer 'dure. 
Than doth the purpose of their promise bide. 
A shame upon this peevish, apish age, 
Tliese crouching, hypocrite, dissembling times ! 
Well, well, God rid the patrons of tliese crimes 
Out of this land : I have an inward fear, 
This ill, well-seeming sin will be bought dear. 

Sal. My I/>rd Fitzwater is inspired, I think. 

JoHK. Ay, with some devil : let the old fool 
dote. 



ETUer QDEE-V MoTHEB, CHESTER, SrERIFF o/Ktilt, 

SMiert. 

Qu. Mo. From the pursuing of the hateful priest 
And bootless search of Ely are we come. 

John. And welcome is your sacred majesty ; 
And, Chester, welcome too against your wilL 

Ches. Unwilling men corns not without con- 
straint: 
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But uncompell'il comes Chester to tbis place, 
Telling thee, John, that thou art much to bl&me. 
To chase hence Ely, cliaacellor to the king ; 
To set thy footsteps on the cloth of state, 
And seat thy body ia thy brother's throne. 

Sal. Who should succeed the brother bat the 
brother I 

Ches. If one were dead, one should succeed the 

Qo. Mo, My son is king, my son then ought to 

reign. 
FiTZ. One son is king; the state allows not 

Sal. The subjects many years the king hare 

Ches. But subjects must not choose what king 
they list, 

Qd. Mo, Richard hath conquer'd kiagdoms in 
the east 

FiTZ. A sign he will not lose this in the west. 

Sal. By Salisbury's honour, I will follow John. 

Ches. So Chester vill, to shun commotion. 

Ql7. Mo. Why, John shall bo but Richard's 
deputy. 

Frrz. To that Fitzwster gladly doth agree. 
And look to't, lady, mind King Richard's love ; 
As you will answer't, do the king no wrong. 

Qu. Mo. Well-said, old Conscience, you keep 
still one song. 

John. In your contentious humours, noble lords. 
Peers and upholders of the English state, 
John silent stood, as one that did await 
What sentence ye determin'd for my life : 
But since you are agreed that I shall bear 
The weighty burthen of this kingdom's state, 
Till the return of Richard our dread king, 
I do accept the charge, and thank ye all. 
That think me worthy of so great a plai^ 
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All. We all confirm you Richflrd's deputy. 
Sal. Now shall I plague proud Cliest«r. 
Qu. Mo. Sit you sure, Fitzwater. 
Ches. For peace I yield to wrong. 
John. Now, old man, for your daughter. 

FiTz. To see wrong rule, my eyes run streams 
of water, [A noite Kiihiii. 

£nler CoLLIElta, crying, A mouxler ! 
Col. a monster 1 a monster ! brijig her out, 

Robin : a monster ! a monster ! 
Sal. Peace, gaping fellow ! know'st thon when- 

thou art ) 
1st Col. Why, I am in Kent, within a mile ol' 
Dover. 
'Sblood, where I am I peace, and a gaping fellow ! 
For all your dagger, wert not for your ging,' 
I would knock my whipstock on your addle-heail. 
Come, out with the monster, Robin. 
Within. I come, 1 come. Help me, she 

Bcrattihes ! 
IST Col I'll gee her the laah. Come out, ye 
bearded witch. 

\BTing forth Ely, wi(A a ym-d i« hit hand avd 
linen cloth, dretttd lite a moman, 
Ely. Good fellows, let me go ! tliere'a gold to 
drink, 
1 am a man, though in woman's weeds. 
Yondcr's Prince John : I pray ye, let me go, 
Qu. Mo. What rude companions have we yonder, 

Salisbury 1 
1st Col. Shall we take his money 1 
2d Col. No, no ; this is the thief that robbed 
Master Michaels, and came in Hke a woman in 
labour, I warrant ye. 
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Sal, Who have ye here, honest coUiersI 

2d Col. A monster, a monster ! a woman with 
a beard, a maa in a petticoat. A monster, a 
monster ! 

Sal. Tfttat, my good Lord of Ely, is it you I — Ely 
is taken, here's the chancellor ! 

1st Col. Pray God we bo not hanged for this 
trick. 

Qu. Mo. What, my good lord ! 

Ely, Ay, ay, ambitions laily. 

John. Who J My lonl chancellor ! 

Ely. Ay, you proud usurper. 

Sal. What, is your surplice tumod to a eraock T 

Ely. Peace, Salisbury, thou changing weather- 
cock. 

Ch&s. Alaa, my lord I I grieve to see this sight. 

Ely. Chester, it will be Say for this dark night. 

FiTZ, Ely, thou wert the foe to Huntington : 
Robin, thou knew'st, was my adopted son. 

Ely, thou to him wert too-too cruel! 
With him fled hence Matilda, my fair jewel. 
For their wrong, Ely, and thy haughty pride, 

1 help'd Earl John ; but now I see thee low. 
At thy distress my heart is full of woe. 

Qu. Mo, Needs must I see Fitzwater's over- 
throw. 
John, I affect him not, he loves not thee : 
Remove him, John, lest thou removed be. 

John. Mother, let me alone ; by one and one 
I will not leave one that envies our good. 
My Lord of Salisbury, give these honest colliers 
Far taking Ely each a hundred marks. 

Sal, Come, fellows ; go with me. 

Col. Thank ye, [i'] faith. Farewell, monster, 
[Exeunt Salisbury, wiik Collibbs. 

John. Sheriff of Kent, take Ely to your charge. 
From shricve to shrieve send him to Nottingham, 
Where Warman, by our patent, is high shrieve. 
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Thfire, as a traitor, let hiT" be close-kept. 
And to his trial we will follow straight. 

Ely. a traitor, John » 

John. Do not expostulate : 
You at your trial shall have time to prate. 

[Exfanl cunt Ely. 

FiTZ. God. for thy pity, what a time is here ! 

John. Right gracious mother, would yourself 
and Chester 
Would but withdraw you for a little space. 
While 1 confer with ray good Lord FitBwaterl 

Queen. My Lord of Chester, will you walk 
aside? 

Ches. Whither your bighneaa please, thither I 
will [Exeuni CHESTER and QOEEN. 

JoHK. Soldiers, attend the person of our mother. 
[Jixfunt Soldiers. 
Noble FitKwater, now we are alone, 
What oft I have desir'd I will entreat, 
Touching Matilda, tied with Huntington. 

FiTZ. Of her what would you touch I Touch- 
ing her flight. 
She is Bed hence with Robert, her true knight. 

John. Robert is outlaw'd, and Matilda free ; 
Why through hie fault should she exiled be I 
She ia your comfort, your old ' age's bliss ; 
Wliy should your age so great a comfort missl 
She is all England's beauty, all her pride ; 
In foreign lands why should that beauty bide 1 
Call her agiun, Fitrwater, call again 
Guilt lees Matilda, beauty's sovereign. 

Frrz. I grant, Prince John, Matilda was my joy. 
And the fair sun that kept old Winter's frost 
From griping dead the marrow of my bones ; 
And she is gone ; yet where she is, God wot : 
Aged Fitzwatflf truly guesseth not. 

' [Old copj, aU |wur.] 
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But where she is, there is kind Huntington ; 
With my fair daughter is my nuble son. 
If he may never be recall'd again, 
To coU Matilda back it is in vain. 

John. Living with him, ahe lives in vicious 
state, 
For Hiinlington is excommunicate ; 
And till his debts be paid, by liome's decree 
It is agreed absolv'd he cannot bo ; 
And that can never be ; so ne'er a ' wife, 
But a. loathed ' adulterous beggar's life, 
Must fair Matilda live. This you may amend. 
And win Prince John your ever-during friend, 

FiTZ. Aa how t as how 1 

John. Call her from him : bring her to England's 
court, 
Where, like fair Phcebe, she may ait as queen 
Over the sacred, honourable maids 
That do attend the royal queen, my motlier. 
There shall she live a prince's Cyntlua, 
And John will he her true Endymion. 

FiTZ. By this construction she should be the 

And you would be the man within the moon ! 

John. A pleasant exposition, good Fitzwater : 
But if it so fell out that I fell in, 
You of my full joys should be chief partaker. 

Frrz. John, I defy thee ! by my honour'a hope, 
I will not bear this base indignity ! 
Take to thy tools I think'st thou a nobleman 
Will be a pander to his proper ^ child ? 
For what intend'st thou else, seeing I know 
Earl Chepstow's daughter is thy married wife. 
Come, if thou be a right Plantagauet, 
Draw and defend thee. our Lady, help 



EARL OF HFSTIKGTOK, 



True English lords from such a tyrant lord ! 
What, doat thou think 1 jest! Nay, by the rood, 
I'll lose my life, or purge thy lustful blood, 

John. What, my old ruffian, lie at your ward 1 ' 
Have at your froward bosom, old Fitzwater. 

[Fii/hi: John /«?/». 



filter Queen, Chester, Sausbcry, liauily. 

FiTZ. 0, that thou wert not royal Kichard's 
brother, 
Tliou shouldst here die in presence of thy mother. 
[John rites: all eompais FlTZWATER; FlTZ- 
WATER rha/et. 
Wiat, is he up ? Nay, lords, then give us leave. 
Ches. What meauB this rage, Fituwater 1 
Ql'EEN. Lay hauda upon the Bedlam, trait'rouFi 

wretch ! 
John. Nay, hale him hence ! and hear you, old 
Fitzwater : 
8ee that you stay not five days in the realm. 
For if you do, you die remediless. 

Frrz, Speak, lords : do you confirm what he 

hath said 1 
All. He ia onr prince, and he must be obey'd. 
FiTZ. Hearken, Earl John ! but one word will 

John. I will not hear thee ; neither will I stay, 
Tiiou fcnow'st thy time. [Exit JoHX. 

FiTZ. Will not your highness hear 1 



■ To lie at tke icanl wu, ind Ib slill. ■ t«rm in fencing ; 
tbtu Faiifai, translating Lhe lighl between Tancred and 
Argant«s in the 6tli book of Tuao's " JemBKlem Detirered," 

"CIdh at kit nrai KVrit aush cbunpLun IMk." 

■" atHitj of Bullol^e " IflOO. 
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Queen. No : thy Matilda roUb'd ma of my dear. 

[Exit Queen. 

Frrz. I aided thee in battle, Salisbury. 

Sal. Prince Jolm is moVd ; I dare not stay 

with thee. j^^-^'' Salisburv.^ 

Frrz. 'Gainst thee and Ely, Chester, was I foe, 

And dost thou stay to aggravate my woe I 

Ches. No, good Fitzwater ; Chester doth lament 
Thy wrong, thy sudden banishment. 
Whence grew the quarrel 'twixt the prince and 
thee) 
FiTZ. Chester, the devil tempted old Fitzwater 
To be a pander to hia ouly daughter ; 
And my great heart, impatient, forc'd my hand. 
In my true honour's right to challenge lum. 
Alas the while ! wrong will not be reprov'd. 
Ches. Farewell, Fitzwater : wheresoe'er thou 
be, 
£y letters, I beseech thee, send to me. 

[£jcit Chester. 
Frrz. Chester, I will, I will. 
Heavens turn to good this woe, this wrong, this 
ill. [£^it. 



SCENE IL 

Enter SCATHLOCK and ScAKLET, winding their 
horns, at tevtral doors. To them. mUr RoBIN 
Hood, Matilda, all in grem, Scathlocx's 
Mother, Much, Little John : all the mat 
icith bows and arrows. 

Rob. H. Widow, I wish thee homeward now to 
wend, 
Lest Warman'a malice work thee any wrong. 

[ marked, but it of coDrae 
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Wro. Master, I will ; and mickle good attend 
On thee, thy love, and all these yeomen etrong. 

Mat. Forget not, widow, what you promis'd me, 

MuCB. 0, ay, mistresa; for God's sake let's 
have Jenny. 

Wm. Yon shall have Jenny sent you with all 
speed. 
Hons, farewell, and, by your mother's reed, 
Lovo well your master : blessing ever fall 
On him, yuur mistress, and tlit'se yeomen tall. 

[Exit. 

MtrCH. God he with you, mother : have mnch 
mind, I pray, on Much your eon, and your daughter 
Jenny. 

Bob. H. Wind once more, jolly hnnlsmeo, all 
your honia ; 
Wiose shrill sound, with the echoing wood's assist, 
Siiall ring a sad knell for the fearful deer. 
Before our feather'd shafLs, death's winged darts. 
Bring sudden summons for their fatal ends. 

SC4B. It's full seven years since we were out- 
law'd Arst, 
And wealthy Sherwood was our heritage : 
For all those years we reigned uncontroll'd, 
From Barnsdide shrogs to Nottingham's red rlifTs ; 
At Blithe and TickhiU were we welcome guests. 
Good Georgea-Greene at Bradford was our friend, 
And wanton Wakefield's Pinner' lo^"'d us well. 

' It aMiiii linKolM' that ths author of this play ihould 
conioand two tueli peiMiu aa the Shoeiuitat of Bndford, 
who made nil comen " vail tlisir iUves," and George-a- 
Grt-eae, the Piuner of WakeSold ; yet luch U the case in the 
text. The eiploiu of botli are celebrated in the p[ay of "The 
Pinmr of Wakefield" (in l)jcc"a editiona of Greene"* Works), 
which aeema lo baTC been popular. Meverthelcsa Henalove 
in hii HS3. apeoks of Oearge-s-Oreene aa one dramatic 
pieco, and of " The Pinner of Wakefield " as aaolher, aa if 
ihey were two distinct beroea. See " Malone'a Shakeipeare." 
by Boawell, ill. 800. Mnnda; alio inakM Sealhloek and 
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At Barasley dwells a potter tough and strong. 
That never brook'd we brethren should have 

wrong. 
The nuna of Pamsfield {pretty nuns they be) 
Gave napkins, shirts, and bands to him and mo. 
Bateman of Kendal gave ua Kendal green, 
And Sharpe of Leeds sharp arrows for us made : 
At Eotheram dwelt our bowjer, God liim btees ; 
JackBon he hight, hia bows did never misB. 
This for our good — our scathe let Scathlock tell. 
In merry Mansfidd how it once liefell. 

SCATH. In merry Mansfield, on a wrestling day. 
Prizes there wfte, and yeomen came to play ; 
My brother Scarlet and myself were twain, 
Many resisted, but it was in vain, 
For of them all we won the mastery, 
And the gilt wreaths were given to him and me. 
There by Sir Doncaster of Hothersfield 
We were bewray'd, beset, and forc'd to yield. 
And so borne bound from thence to Nottingham, 
Where we lay doom'd to death till Warman came. 

Rob. H. Of tliat enough. What cheer, my 
dearest love ) 

Mdch. 0, good cheer anon, sir ; she shall have 
venison her bellyful. 

Mat. Matilda is as joyful of thy good 
As joy can moke her : how fares Kobin Hood ) 

KoB. H. Well, my Matilda, and if thou agree. 
Nothing but mirth shall wait on thee and me. 

Mat, O God, how fitll of perfect mirth were I 
To see thy grief tum'd to true jollity ! 

EoB. H. Give me thy hand; now God's curse 
on me light, 



[Hand^y does not confound 
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If I forsake not grief, in griefs despite. 
Much, make a, cry, and, yuomen, stand yo round : 
I charge ye never more let woful sound 
Be heard among ye ; but whatever fall, 
Laush grief to scorn, and so make sorrow small, 
Much, make a cry, and loudly : Little John. 

Mucil. God, God I help, help, help 1 I am 

undone, I am undone ! 
Lit. John. Why, hownow, MuchJ Peace, peace, 

you roaring slave. 
Much. My master bad me cry, and I will cry 
till he bid me leave. Help, help, help ! Ay, 
marry will L 
Rob, H. Peace, Much. Read on the articles. 

good John. 
Lit. John. First, no man must presume to call 
our master 
By name of Earl, Lord, Baron, Knight, or Squire ;' 
But simply by the name of Kobin Hood, 
RoR H. Say, yeomen, to this order will ye 

yield t 
All We yield to serve our master, Eobin Hood. 
Lit. John. Next, 'tJa agreed, if thereto she 

That fair Matilda henceforth change her name, 
And while it is the chance of Robin Hood 
To live in Sherwood a jioor outlaw's hfe, 
She by Maid Marian's name be only calt'il. 

Mat. I am contented ; read on, Little John : 
Henceforth let me be nam'd Mfud Marian. 

Lit. John. Thirdly, no yeoman, following Robin 
Hood 
In Sherwood, shall [abjuse widow, wife, or maid ; 
But by true labour lustful thoughts exiwL 

Rob. H. How like ye this 1 

All. Master, we like it well. 

Much. But I cry no to it. What ehidl I do with 
Jenny then 1 
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Scar. Peace, Much: go forward with the orders, 

fellow John. 
Lit. Jobn. Fourthly, no psssenger with whom 
ye meet 
Shall ye let pass, till he with Bobiii feast ; 
Ezeejit a post, a carrier, or such folk 
As use with food to senre the market towns. 
All. An order which we gladly will observe. 
Lit. John. Fifthly, you never shall the poor 
man wrong. 
Nor spare a priest, a usurer, or a clerk. 

Much. Nor a fair wench, meet wo !icr in tlu! 

Lit. John. Lastly, you shall defend with all 
your power 
Maids, widows, orphans, and distressed meu. 
All. All these we vow to keep as we are men, 
EoB, H. Then wend ye to the greenwood 
merrily. 
And let tlie light roes bootleBs from ye run. 
Marian and I, as sovereigns of your toils, 
Will wait within our Iwwer your bent bows' spoHa. 
MuciL I will amoug them, master. 

[Exeunt vtiiidinij Uteir horn*. 
Rob. H. Marian, thou seeat, ^though courtly 
pleasures want. 
Yet countty sport in Sherwood is not scant : 
For the soul-ravishing, delicious sound 
Of instrumental music we have found 
The winged quiristers with divers notes 
Sent from their quaint recording ' pretty throats, 

] the 



■' nirk. Dudun, boir the Urdi THord ^^] nlghl.' 
^linkespeBTB »a emploja the word in hi> " Two Ocntlemen 
of VcroDB," Id V. Bc. 1, and in the notos upon the punge 
more tbui sufficieat uutaacea arc collected. 
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On every branch that compasaeth our liow'r, 

Without command contenting us eai:h hour. 

Fur arraa hangings and rich tapestry 

We have sweet nature'^ best embruidery. 

For thy steel glass, whereia thou wont'st to look, 

Thy crystal eyes gaze in a crystal brook. 

At court a flower or two did deck tliy head, 

^'ow with whole garlands is it circled. 

For what in wealth we want, wc liave in flowers. 

And what we lose in halls, we find in bowers. 

Mab. Marian hath all, sweet Hohert, having 
thee, 
And guesses thee as rich in having me. 

EOR H. 1 am indeed ; 
For, having thee, what comfort can I need ] 

Mar. Go iu, go in. 
To part such true love, Robin, it were sin. [£wun(. ' 



SiUer Prior, Sir Doscaster, Friar Tuck. 

Prior, To take his body, by the blessed rood, 
'Twould do me more than any oiber good. 

Don. O, 'tis an untiirift, still the churchmen's 
foe ; 
An ill-end will betide him, that I know. 
'Twas be that urged the kiug to 'sesa the clergy. 
When to the holy land he look his journey ; 
And he it is that rescued those two thieves. 
Scarlet and Scathlock, tliat so many griefs 
To churchmen did : and now, they say, 
He keeps in Sherwood, and himself doth play 
The lawless reaver : ' hear you, my Lord Prior, 
He must be taken, or it will be wrong. 

Tucic. Ay, ay, soon said j 



iLie UwlcBl Ktner" [dto n being n 
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But ete ho be, many will He dead, 
Except it be by sleight 

Don, Ay, there, there, Friar. 

Tuck. Give me, my lord, your execution. 
The widow Scarlet's daughter, lovely Jenny, 
Loves, and is belov'd of Much, the miller's roi 
If I can get the ^prl to go with me, 
Disgule'd iu habit like a pedlar's mort,' 
I'll serve this execution, on my life, 
And single out a time alone to take 
Robin, that often careless walks alone. 
Why, answer not ; remember what I said : 
Yonder, I see, comes Jenny, that fair maid. 
If we agree, then back me soon with aid. 

Enter JeNNY Kith a fardel 

Prior. Tuck, if thou do it 

Don. Pray, you do not talk : 
As we were strangers let us careless walk. 
Jen. Now to the green wood wend I, God idp 

speed. 
Took. Amen, fair maid, and send thee, in thy 

Much, that is bom to do thee much good deed. 
Jbn. Are you there. Friar 1 nay then, i' faith, 

we have it. 
Tuck. What, wench T my love ? 
Jen. Ay, gi't me when I crave it. 
Tuck. IJuask'd I offer ; prythee, sweet girl, take 

it. 
Jen. Gifts stink with proffer : foli ! Friar, I 

forsake it. 



"BijUnun o£ LoDdoD," e 
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TVVK. I will be kind. 
Jkn. Will not your kindnesfl kill her i 
Tuck. With love 1 
Jen. You cog. 

Tuck. Tut, girl, I am no miller : 
Hear in your ear. 
Don. The Friar courts lier. [Standing htliinJ. 
Pkior. Tush, let them atone ; 
He is our Lady's Chaplain, but sorvea Joan. 
Don. Then, from the Friar's fault, perchance, it 
may be 
The proverb grew, Joan's taken for my lady. 
Peior. Peace, good Sir Doncaster, list to the 

end. 
.Ieh. But mean ye faith and troth 1 shall I go 

wi' ye T 
Tuck. Upon my faith, I do intend good faith. 
Jen. And shall I have the pina and laces too, 
If 1 bear a pedlar's pack with yoii 1 
Tuck, As I am holy Friar, Jenny, thou shalt 
Jen. Well, there's my hand ; see, Friar, you do 

not halt. 
Tuck. Go but before into the miry mead, 
And keep the path that doth to Famefield lead ; 
111 into Southwell and buy all the knacks, 
Tliat shall fit both of us for pedlar's packs. 
Jen. Who be they two that yonder walk, I 

prayl 
Tuck. Jenny, I know not : be they what they 
may. 
Scare not for them ; prythce, do not stay, 
But make some speed, that we were gone away. 
Jen. Well, Friar, I trust you that we go to 

Sherwood. 
Tuck. Ay, by my beads, and unto Robin Hood. 
Jen, Make speed, good Friar. 
Tuck. Jenny, do not fear. [Ejrit JenNY. 

Lord Prior, now you hear, 




As much as L Get roe two pedlar's packs, 
Points, laceg, lookiiig-glBsses, piss and kn&cke ; 
And let Sir Doncaster with some wight lads 
FoUow MB close ; and, ere these forty hours. 
Upon my life Earl Kohert shall be ours. 

Phior. Thou shatt have anjthing, my dearest 
Priar; 
And in amends I'll make thee my sub-prior. 
Come, good Sir Doncaster, and if we thrive. 
We'll frolic with the nuns of Leeds, belive.' 

EnlfT FrrzWATEK, like an old man. 

FiTZ. Well did he write, and mickle did he 
know, 
That said this world's felicity was woe, 
Which greater states can hardly undergo. 
Wliilom Fitzwater, in fair England's court, 
Possess'd feUtity and happy state, 
And in his hall blithe fortune kept her sport, 
Which glee one hour of woo did ruinate. 
Fitzwater once had castles, towns, and towers, 
Fair gardens, orchards, and delightful bowers ; 
But now nor garden, orchard, town, nor tower, 
Hath poor Fitawater left within his power. 
Only wide walks are left me in the world, 
Which these stiff limbs will hardly let me tread ; 
And when I sleep, heaven's glorious canopy 

' Mr ToiiJ, in his " Dictionsrj," thus enplaina tho word 
btlhe : "Spc«dil}', qnicklj ; it is Btill commoQ in Wetl- 
moceland lot praratl^, which lenie. implying s litllo dels)', 
like our expression vt Ay and by, *m lormtXj the general 
Rcceptation of the Tord." Sponter luea it nol unfre- 
qaently— 
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Me and my mossy couch doth overspread. 

Of this injurious Jolm cannot bereave rae ; 

Tlie air and earth he (while I live) munt leave me ; 

But ^om the English air and earth, poor man. 

His tyranny hath ruthless thee exiled. 

Yet e'er I leave it, I'll do what I can 

To see Matilda, my fair luckless child, 

ICxrtaint itptH .■ KoBiN Hood tleept on a grreii 
bank, and MaBian Btreaing Jlnweri oji Ai»i. 
And in good time, see where my comfort stauds. 
And by her lies dejected Huntington. 
Look how my flow'r holds flowers in her liauds, 
And flings those sweets upon my sleeping son. 
I'll close mine eyes as if I wanted sight, 
That I may see the end of their delight. 

\Gots knocking with kit stuff. 

Mar. What aged man art thoul or by what 
chance 
Cam'st thou thua far into the wayless wood 1 

Frrz. Widow or wife, or maiden if thou be, 
Ijend me thy hand ; tlion seest I cannot see : 
Blessing betide thee, little feel'st thou want ; 
With me, good child, food is both hard and 

scant. 
These smooth even veins assure me he is kind, 
Whate'er he be, my girl, that thee doth find. 
I, poor and old, am reft of all earth's good, 
And desperately am crept into this wood 
To seek the poor man's patron, Rubin Hood. 

Mar. And thoa art welcome : welcome, aged 
man, 
Ay, ten times welcome to Inlaid Marian. 
Sit down, old father, sit, and call mo daughter. 

God, how like he looks to old Fitiwater ! 

[Rwui in. 
FiTZ. Is my Matilda call'd Maid Marian I 

1 wonder why her name is changed thus. 

[MabIAN iiringt wine, meat. 
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Mar Here's wine to cheer thy heart; drink, 
^ed man : 
There's ven'soD and h knife, here's maachet' fine: 
Drink, good old man, I pray you, drink more wine. 
My Kobin stirs ; I must sing him asleep, 

Rob. H. Nay, you have wak'd me, Marian, with 
your talk. 
What man is that's come within our walk 1 

Mak. An aged man, a silly, sightless man, 
Xear pin'd with hunger : see, how fast he eats. 

EoB. H. Much good may't do lum: never is 
good meat 
Ill-spent on such a stomach. Father, preface ;* 
To Robin Hood thou art a welcome man. 

FiTZ, I thank you, master. Are you Rolmi 
Hood) 

Koa H. Father, I am. 

FiTZ. God give your soul much good 
For this good meat Maid Marian hath given me. 
But hear me, master ; can you tell me news, 
Where fair MatUda is, Fitzwater's daughter ) 

Rob. H. Why, here she is ; this Marian is she, 

Frrz. Wliy did she change her name t 

Rob. H. What's that to thee t 

Frrz. Yes, I could weep for grief that it is bo. 
But that my tears are all dried up with woe. 

Rob. H. Wliy, she is called Maid Marian, honest 
friend, 

' MancJitt u fine white bread : panii candidior il purior, 
■ It Kema agreed liy the common lalora on ths word pro- 
/aee (which Sbakeepearo ubcb in " Henry IV. P»rt II.,' act 
T. sc. 3), that il means in fad what Hobin Hood has already 
Mid : " Much good msy it do jod." It ia diB[iuted wbelbn 
il be derived from the French or the Italian ; Hr Todd 
gives prou/ace as the etymology, and Malone pvo ri faeeia, 
but in fact tbcj are one and the game. It occurs in " The 
Widow's Tears," act iv. sc. 1, where Ero ia eating and 
drinking in the tomb. [Compare Dyce's " ShakcBpearc," 
18SS, 01osE.inv.] 
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Because she Uvea a apotlcBS maiden life ; 
And ahftll, till Eoliin'a outlaw life have end, 
That he may lawfully take her to wife ; 
Which, if King Kichkrd come, wiU not be long. 
For in his hand is power to right our wrong. 

Frrz. If it be thus, I joy in her name's change : 
So pure love in these times is very strange. 

Mar. Hobin, I think it is my aged father. 

[Ande. 

Roa H. Tell me, old man, tell me in courtesy, 
Are you no other tluin you seem to be 1 

Fnz. I am a wretched aged man, you see. 
If you will do me aug£t for charity : 
Further than this, sweet, do not question me. 

Rob. H. You shall have your desire. But what 
be these ? 

filter Friar Tuck and Jenxy, lil-e ptdlan, 
tingiitg. 

Wliat lack ye ? what lack ye t 

What it it yon will buyf 

Any points, ptni or lactt, 

A ny laeet, pointi or pint t 

Fine ylovts, Jtne glauti, 

Any butka or matkt t 

Or any other prtUy things 1 

Come, dieapfor lave, or liuy/or mtmey. 

Any coney, coney-skint t 

For tacts, points or pins i 

Fair maids, come cluioie or but/. 

I have pretty pohing-slicks,^ 

And many other tricks, 

Come, ehooss/or love, or buy for money. 

' The 1* tetBW them potini/ slicks, and bo Eometimea tlicy 
are taXM, initetd of poking lUcks. Tbe; irere used la 
pl^t and nt nSi. 

VOL. VIII. L 
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Bob. H. Pedlar, I prythee set thy pack down 
here : 
Marian shall buy, if thou be not too dear. 

Tuck. Jenny, unto thy mistress show thy pack. 
Master, for you I have a pretty knack, 
From far I brought, please you see to the same. 

[ExeviU EoBiN Hood, Marian, and Fitzwater. 

Fnter SiR DoNCASTER and others, weapaned.^ 

Friar. Sir Doncaster, are not we pedlar-Iike ? 
Don. Yes, passing fit ; and yonder is the bower. 
I doubt not we shall have him in our power. 
Friar. You and your company were best stand 

close. 
Don. What shall the watchword be to bring us 

forth? 
Friar. Take it, I pray, though it be much more 
worth : 
WTien I speak that aloud, be sure I serve 
The execution presently on him. 
Don. Friar, look to't. 
Friar. Now, Jenny, to your song. [Sings. 

Enter MARIAN, EOBIN. 

• 

Mar. Pedlar, what pretty toys have you to sell t 
Friar. Jenny, unto your mistress show your 

ware. 
Mar. Come in, good woman. [Exmni. 

Friar. Master, look here, 



^ The old copy here repeats, in part, the preceding stage 
direction, viz., Enter Friar like a pedlnr, and Jenny^ 
which must be an error, as they arc already on the stage ; 
in fact, only Sir Doncaster and his armed followers enter. 
The exit of Robin Hood, with Marian and Fitzwater, is not 
noticed. 
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And God give ear, 

So mote 1 the,! 

To her and me, 

If ever we, 

Robin, to thee. 

That art bo free. 

Mean treachery. 
Rob. H. On, pedlar, to thy pack ; 
If thou love me, my love thou shall not lack. 
Friar. Master, in brief. 

There is a thief, 

That seeks your grief 

God send relief 

To you in need. 

For a foul deed. 

If not with speed 

You take good heed, 

There is decreed. 

In yonder brake 

There lies a snake. 

That means to take 

Out of thia wood 

The yeoman good, 

Call'd Robin Hood. 
Rob. H. Pedlar, I prythee be more plain. 
What brake ? what snake I what trap t what 
train 1 
Friar. Robin, I am a holy friar, 

Sent by the Prior, 

Who did me hire, 

For to conspire 

Thy endless woe 

And overthrow : 

But thou shalt know, 

I am the man 

Wliom Little John 
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From Nottingham 
Desir'd to he 
A clerk to thee ; 
For he to me 
Said thou wert free, 
And I did see 
Thy honesty, 
From gallow-tree 
When thou didst free 
Scathlock and Scarlet certainly.^ 
KoB. H. Why, then, it seems that thou art Friar 

Tuck. 
Friar. Master, I am. 
Rob. H. I pray thee. Friar, say. 
What treachery is meant to me this day ? 

Friar. First wind your horn ; then draw your 
sword. rkoBlN Hood mnds hit horn. 

For I have given a fnar's word. 
To take your body prisoner, 
And yield you to Sir Doncaster, 
The envious priest of Hothersfield, 
Whose power your bushy wood doth shield ; 
But I will die ere you shall yield. 

Enter LrTTLE JoHN, tkc. 

And sith your yeomen do appear, 

ril give the watchword without fear. 

Take it, I pray thee, though it be more wortL 

Hush in Sir Doncaster with his crew, 

Don. Smite down I lay hold on outlaw'd 

Huntington ! 
Lit. John. Soft, hot-spurr'd priest, 'tis not so 

quickly done. 

^ The rhyme is made oat by readin:^ certainly^ but the old 
copy, [which is printed as prose J has it certain. 




EARL OP HUNTINGTON. 



Dos. Now, out alaa ! the friar and the maid 
Hftve to false thieves Sir Doncastor Iwtray'd. 

[i'j;eun< omiifs 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

£iUer John crounied, QUEES ELINOR, Chestek, 
Salisbury, Lord Prior. Sit doum all. 
Warman itamU. 

John. As God's vicegerent, John nsceods this 
throne, 
Hia head impal'd with England's diadem, - 
And in his hnud the awfol rod of rule, 
Giring the humble place of excellence. 
And to the low earth casting down the proud. 

QiTEEN. Such Upright rule is in each realm 
allow'd. 

John. Chester, you once were Ely's open frieml. 
And yet are doubtful whether he deserve 
A public trial for his private wrongs. 

Ches. I Btill am doubtful whether it be fit 
To punish private faults with public sliame 
In such a person ns Lord Ely is. 

Prior. Ye?, honourable Chester, more it fits 
To make apparent sins of mighty men. 
And on their persons sharply to correct 
A little fault, a very small defect, 
Than on the poor to practise chastisement : 
For if a poor man die, or suffer shame. 
Only the poor and vile respect the same ; 
But if the mighty fall, fear then besets 
Tha proud heart of the mighty ones, his mates : 

■ This tttge direclioD, like many otbon, is not ntrked. 

'So in -Henry VI. P»rt III." tct iii. M. 3; "Did I 

itnfolt bim willi the regal eroirD t" This use of the wor>l 
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They think the world is garnished with nets^ 
And traps ordained to entrap their states ; 
Which fear in them begets a fear of ill, 
And makes them good, contrary to their wilL 

John. Your lordship hath said right Lonl 
Salisbury, 
Is not your mind as ours concerning Ely 1 

Sal. I judge him worthy of reproof and shame. 

John. Warman, bring forth your prisoner, Ely, 
the chancellor ; 
And with him bring the seal that he detain& 
Warman, why goest thou not ? 

War. Be good to me, my lord. 

John. What hast thou done 1 

War. Speak for me, my Lord Prior : 
All my good lords entreat his grace for me. 
YAjf my lord 

John. Why, where is Ely, Warman 1 

War, Fled to-day : tliis misty morning he is 
fled away. 

John. Judas I whom nor friend nor foe may 
trust, 
Think'st thou with tears and plaints to answer tliis ? 
Do I not know tliy heart 1 do I not know 
Tliat bribes have purchased Ely this escape 1 
Never make antic faces, never bend 
With feigned humblesse thy still crouching knee, 
But with fix'd eyes unto thy doom attend. 
Villain I I'll plague thee for abusing me. 
Go hence ; and henceforth never set thy foot 
In house or field thou didst this day possess. 
Mark what I say : advise thee to look to't. 
Or else, be sure, thou diest remediless. 
Nor from those houses see that thou receive 
So much as shall sustain thee for an hour. 
But as thou art, go where thou canst ; get friends. 
And he that feeds thee be mine enemy. 

War. my good lord ! 



I 
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JoHN. Thou thy good lord betrayedst, 
And all the world for money thou wiit sell. 

War, What says the queen ! 

Queen. Why, thus I say : 
Betray thy master, thou wilt all betray. 

War. My Lords of Chester and of Salisbury ! 

Doth. S(jeak not to ua : all traitors we ilefy. 

War. Good my Lord Prior ! 

Prior. Alas ! what cau I do 1 

War. Then I defy the world ! yet I desire 
Your grace would read this supplication. 

[John remit. 

John. I thought as much ; but, Wanuan, dost 
thou think 
There is one moving line to mercy here ) 
I tell thee, no ; therefore away, away ! 
A shameful death follows thy longer stay. 

War, poor, poor man 1 
Of miserable miserableat wretch I am. [Kxi'f. 

John. Confusion be thy guide I a baser slave 
Earth cannot bear : plagues follow him, I crave. 
Can any tell me if my Lord of York 
Be able to sit up 1 

Queen. The Archbishop's grace 
Was reasonable well even now, good son. 

Sal. And he desir'd me that I should <lesir(! 
Your majesty to send unto his grace. 
If any matter did import his presence. 

John. We will ourselves step in and visit him. 
Mother and my ^ood lords, will you attend us 1 

Prior, I gladly will attend your majesty. 

John. Now, good lord, help us ! When I s^d 
good lords, 
I meant not you, Lord Prior : lord I know you are, 
But good, God knows, you never mean to be. 

[Extunt John, Queen, Chester, Salisbury. 

Prior. John is incens'd ; and very much, 1 doubt, 
That villain Warman hath accused me 
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About the 'scape of Ely. Well, suppose he have, 

What's that to me t I am a clergyman, 

And all his power, if he all extend. 

Cannot prevail against my holy order. 

But the Archbishop's grace is now his friend, 

And may, perchance, attempt to do me ilL 

Enter a Serving-MAN. 

What news with you, sir % 
Serv.-man. Even heavy news, my lord ; for the 

lightning's ^ fire, 
Falling in manner of a firedrake ^ 
Upon a bam of yours, hath burnt six bams, 
And not a strike of com reserved from dust. 
No hand could save it, yet ten thousand hands 
Laboured their best, though none for love of 

you ; 
For every tongue with bitter cursing bann'd 
Your lordship, as the viper of the land. 
Prior. What meant the villains 1 
Skkv.-man. Thus and thus they cried : 
Upon this churl, this hoarder-up of com. 
This spoiler of the Earl of Huntington, 
This lust-dofiled, merciless, false prior. 
Heaven raineth vengeance down in shape of fire. 
Old wives, that scarce could with their crutches 

creep, 
And little babes, tliat newly leam'd to speak. 
Men masterless, that thorough want did weep. 
All in one voice, with a confused cry. 
In execrations bann'd you bitterly : 
Plague follow plague, they cry : he hath undone 
The good Lord Kobert, Earl of Huntington. 
And then 

1 [Old copy, light] 

■ bee Mr Stcevena* note on " Henry VIII.," act v. bc. 8. 
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Prior,' Wiat then, thou villain 1 Get thee from 
my sight ! 
They that wish plagues, plagues will upon them 
light. 

EnUr another Serv.iNT. 

Prior. What are your tidings? 

Serv. The convent of St Mary's an? agreed, 
And have elected in your lordship's place 
Old father Jerome, who is stall'd Lord Prior 
By the new Archbishop. 

Prior. Of York, thou mean'st ) 
A vengeance on. him 1 he is my hope's foe. 



Enter a HERALD. 

Her. GQbert de Hood, late Prior of Saiut 

Our sovereign John commaodetli thee by me, 

That presently thou leavu this blessed laud, 

Defiled with the burthen of thy sin. 

All thy goods temporal and spiritual, 

With free consent of Hubert Lord [of] York, 

Primate of England and thy ordinary. 

He hath suspended, and vowed by heawn 

To liang thee up, if thou depart not henco 

Without delaying or more question. 

And that he hath good reason for the same. 

He sends tliia writing 'firm'd with Warman's 

Land, 
And comes himself; whose presence if thou stay, 
I fear this sun will see thy dying day. 
Prior. O, Warman hath betray'd me ! woe i» 
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Enter John, Queen, Chester, Salisbury. 

John. Hence with that Prior ! sirrah, do not 
s|)eak : 
My eyes are full of wrath, my heart of wreak^ 
Let Leicester come : liis haught heart, I am sure, 
Will check the kingly course we undertake. 

\^Exeunt cum PRIOR. 

Enter LEICESTER, dnt,m and ancient 

John. Welcome from war, thrice noble Earl of 
Leicester, 
Unto our court : welcome, most valiant earL 
Lei. Your court in England, and King Richard 
gone ! 
A king in England, and the king from home ! 
This sight and salutations are so strange. 
That what 1 should I know not how to speak. 
John. What would you say ] speak boldly, we 

entreat. 
Lei. It is not fear, but wonder, l)ars my speech. 
I muse to see a mother and a queen, 
Two i>eers so great as Salisbury and Chester, 
Sit and support proud usurpation. 
And see King Richard's crown worn by Earl John. 
Queen. He sits as viceroy and a[s] substitute. 
Cues. He must and shall resign, when Richard 

comes. 
Sal. Chester, he 'wall, without your must and 

sluiU. 
Lel Whether he will or no, he shall resign. 
John. You know your own will, Leicester, but 

not mine. 
Lei. Tell me among ye, where is reverend Ely, 
Left by our dread king as Ids deputy ? 
John. Banish'd he is, as proud usurpers should. 

* i.e., Vengeance. 
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Lei. Pride then, belike, was enemy to pride : 
Ambition in yourself his state envied. 
Where is Fitzwater, that old honour'd lord I 

John. Diahonour'd and exil'd, as Ely is. 

Lei. Exil'd he may be, but dishonour'd never ! 
He was a fearless soldier and a virtuous scholar. 
But where is Huntington, that noble youth t 

Cues. Undone by riot. 

Lei. Ah ! the greater ruth. 

John. Leicester, you question more than doth 
become you. 
On to the purpose, why you come to us. 

Lei. I come to Ely and to all the state, 
Sent by the king, who three times seat before 
To have his ranaom brought to Austria : 
And if you be elected deputy, 
Do as you ought, aud send the ransom-money. 

John. Leicester, you see I am no deputy ; 
And Kichard's ransom if you do require, 
Thus we make answer : Richard is a king, 
In Cyprus, Aeon, Acre, and rich Palestine. 
To get those kingdoms England lent him men. 
And many a million of her substance epent. 
The very entmils of her womb were rent : 
No plough but i>aid a share, no needy hand. 
But from his poor estate of penury 
Unto his voyage offer'd more than mites. 
And more, poor souls, than ther had might to spore. 
Yet were they joyful ; for still flying news — 
And lying I perceive them now to be — 

e of King Richard's glorious victories, 
His conquest of the Soldan,' and such tales 
As blew ihem up with hope, when he retura'd. 
He would have scatter'd gold about the streets. 

Lki. Do princes fight for goldl leaden 
thongbt I 

[Old oopy, Soubbm*.] 
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Your father knew that honour was the aim 
Kings level at By sweet St John, I swear, 
You urge me so, that I cftnnot forbear. 
What do you tell of money lent the king, 
When first he went into this holy war. 
As if he had extorted from the poor, 
When you, the queen, and all that bear me speak. 
Know with what zeal the people gave their 

goods. 
Old wives took silver buckles from their belts ; 
.Young maids the gilt pina that tuck'd up their 

trains ; 
Children their pretty whistles from their necks. 
And every man what he did most esteem, 
Crying to soldiers, " Wear these gifts of ours." 
This proves that Richard hail no need to wrong. 
Or force the people, that with willing hearta 
Gave more than was desir'd. And where you say. 
You [do] guess Kichard's victories hut lies, 
I swear lie wan rich Cyprus with hia sword ; 
And thence, more glorious than the guide of 

Greece. 
That brought so huOT a fleet to Teuedos, 
He sail'd along the Mediterran sea, 
Where on a sunbright morning he did meet 
The warlike Soldan's ' well-prepared Beet. 
0, still, methinks, I see King Richard stand 
In his gilt armour stain'd with Pagan's blood. 
Upon a galley's prow, like war's fierce god. 
And on hia crest a crucifix of gold ! 
0, that day's honour can be never told ! 
Hix. times six several brigantines he boarded, 
And in the greedy waves Hung wounded Turks ; 
And tliree times thrice the winged galley's banks 
(Wherein the Soldan's son -was admiral) 
In his own person royal Richard smooth'd, 

' la tiie olii cop; aoldiour'i. 
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And left no heathen hand to he uphenv'd 
A^'atnat the Christian eoldiers. 

John. Leicester, bo t 
Did he all thisl 

Lei. Ay, by God he did, 
And more than this : nay, jest ^notl at it, John ; 
I awear he did, by Leicester's faith he did, 
And made the green sea red with Pagan blood, 
Leading to Joppa glorious victory, 
And following (ear, that fled unto the foe. 

Jobs. All this he did I perchance all this v 
so! 

Lei. Holy God, help me I soIdierB, come away ! 
This carpet-knight ' sits carping at our » 
And jests at those most glorious, well-fought 

John. Leicester, you are too hot : stay ; ^ 

yet, 

Metl)iid(3, if Richard won those victories. 
The wealthy kingdoms he hath conquered 
May, bett«r than poor England, pay his ransom. 
He left this realm, as a young orphan-maid. 
To Ely, the step-father of this state. 
That stripp'd the virgin to her very skin ; 
And, Leicester, had not John more careful been 
Than Richard, 

At this hour England had not England been. 
Therefore, good warUke lord, take this in brief ; 
We wish King Richard well, but can send i 

lief. 
Lei. O, let not my heart break with inward 

grief I 

1 Sm Ur Oiebrd'i noU {6) to "The Maid of Hodduf." 
MuBingerB Works, ili. 17, for an eipknatjan of the nrigin 
and nu of this eipreuIoD of eODlcnipL St« »ita Haloim'* 
remkrlu upon the pwwiiKe in "Twelfth Ri|;ht," ict iii. ic. 
4 : " He ii B Icnigbt dubb'd wjtb an aobatcU'd rapkr and 
on taiftt ooBsidentiou." 
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John. Tes, let it, Leicester : it is not amiss. 
That twenty such hearts break as your heart is. 

Lei. Are you a mother) were you England's 
queen 1 
Were Henry, Eichard, Geoffery, your sons t 
All sons but Eichard— Sim of all those sons 
And can you let this little meteor, 
This ignis fatutts, this same wandering fire, 
This goblin of the night, this brand, this spark, 
Seem through a lanthom greater than he is f 
By heaven, you do not well : by earth, you do not 1 
Chester, nor you, nor you. Earl Salisbury ; 
Ye do not, no, ye do not what ye should. 

Queen. Were this bear loose, how he would 
tear our maws. 

Ches. Pale death and vengeance dwell within 
his jaws. 

Sal. But we can muzzle him, and bind his 
paws : 
If King John say we shall, we will indeed. 

John. Do, if you can. 

Lel It*8 well thou hast some fear. 
No, curs I ye have no teeth to bait this bear.* 
I will not bid mine ensign-bearer wave 
My tattered colours in this worthless air. 
Which your vile breaths vilely contaminate. 
Bearer,^ thou'st been my ancient-bearer long, 
And borne up Leicester's bear in foreign hmds ; 
Yet now resign these colours to my hands, 
For I am full of grief and full of rage. 



1 On the Btandard by which Leicester was attended on 
his entrance, no doubt the crest of that family, viz., a bear 
and ragged staff, was represented. To this the queen refen 
when she exclaims — 

" Were this bear loose, how he would tear our maws." 

' [Old copy. Bear, thou hast. Leicester was accompanied 
by his ancient, whose entrance is marked above.] 
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John, look upon me : thus did Kichard take 
The coward Austria's colours in bis hand, 
And thus he cast them under Aeon vatis, 
And thus he trod them underneath hie feet. 
Rich colours, how I Wrong ye by this wrong ! 
But I will right ye. Beaifer], take them again. 
And keep them ever, ever them maintain : 
We shall have use for them, I hope, ere long. 

John. Dar'st thou att«m[)t this proudly in our 
sight t 

Lei What ia't a subject dares, that I (lare not 1 

Sal. Dare subjects dare, their sovereign being 
byl 

Lei. God, that my true sovereign were nigh ! 

Queen. Leicester, he is. 

Lei. Madam, by God, you lie. 

Ches. Unmanner'd man. 

Lel a plague of reverence, 
Where no regard is had of excellence. 

[Sound drum. 
But you will quite ' me now ; I hear your drums : 
Your principality hath stirr'd up men, 
And now you think to muzzle up thia bear. 
Still they come ne-arer, but are not the near, 

John. What drums are these ( 

Sal. I think, some friends of yours 
Prepare a power to resist this wrong. 

Lei. Let them prepare, for Leicester is prepar'd, 
And thus he wooes his willing men to fight. 
Soldiers,' ye see I^g Richard's open wrong ; 

' QuUt U freqaently used for rrquiu : ag In Mudnger'i 
" Old L»ir," act li. bc. 2— 

"lu troth , Ej^Qife, I lure cadH to nep too; 

"-• -■■— 1 villi, I coma comtOrUhlj. 



tt the be^n- 
, drtim and 




* Although the old copy n 
ning; of Ibis interriew than Enter Laeri 
autienl, jet accardrng to ihu speech lie a 
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Richard, that led ye to the glorious East, 
And made je tread upon the hlessed laud, 
Where he, that brought all Christians blessedness, 
Was born, lived, wrought his miracleB, and died, 
From death aroee, and then to heaven ascended ; 
Whose true religious faith ye have defended. 
Ye fought, and Richard taught ye how to fight 
Against profane men, following Mahomet ; 
But, if ye note, they did their kings their right : 
These more than heathen sacrilegious men, 
Professing Christ, banish Christ's champion hence, 
Their lawful lord, their home-bom sovereign, 
With petty quarrels and with slight pretence. 

Enter RICHMOND, Soldiers. 

0, let me be as short as time is short, 
For the arm'd foe is now within our sight. 
Remember how 'gainst ten one man did fight, 
Ho hundreds against thousands have borne head 1 
You are the men that ever conquered : 
If multitudes oppress ye that ye die, 
Let's sell our lives, and leave them valiantly. 
Courage I upon them I till we cannot stand. 

John. Richmond is yonder. 

Queen, Ay, and, son, I think. 
The king is not far off. 

Chbs. Now heaven forfend ! 

Lei. Why smite ye not, but stand thus cowardlyl 

Rich. If Richmond hurt good Leicester, let him 



Where is my sovereign Richard I Thou and he 

liesn more nuiDcToualy allended. or aoino of bi« fbllowen 
caiDO upon the atige duriog Lii ilUpuIe vith tiifl king and 
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Were both in Austria. Kichmond, comfort me, 
And tell me where he is, and how he fures. 
O, for his ransom, many thousand cares 
Have me afflicted. 

Rich. Leicester, he Is come to London, 
And will himself to faitldeas Austria, 
Like a true king, hia promie'd ransom bear. 

Lei. At London, say'st thou, Richmond } is lie 
there I 
Farewell : I will not stay to tell my wrongs 
To these pale-colonr'd, heartless, guilty lords. 
Itichniond, you shall go with me : do not stay, 
;Vnd I will tell you wonders by the way. 

BtCB. The king did doubt, you hod some injur}'. 
And therefore sent this jwwer to rescue ye. 

Lbl I thauk lus grace. Ma<lum, adieu, adieu. 
I'll to your son, and leave your shade with you. 

[Sxeiinl, 

JoTiN. Hark how he mocks me, calling me your 
shade. 
Chester and Salisbury, shall we gather power. 
And keep what we have got I 

Cues. And in an hour 
Be taken, judg'd, and 'headed with disgmce. 
Salisbury, what aay you J 

Sal. My lord, 1 bid your excellence adieu, 
I to King Richard will submit my knee ; 
I have good hope his grace will pardon me. 

Chrs. And, ^lisbury, I'll go along with thee. 
Farewell, Queen Mother ; fare you well, Lord 
John. 

John. Mother, stay you. 

QXJKEN. Not I, son, by Saint Aime. 

John. Will you not stay t 

QUE£N. Go with me : 1 will do the best I may 
To beg my son's forgiveness of my son, [Exit. 

John. Go by yourBelf. By heaven, 'twas long 
of yon 
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I rose to &dl ao sooii. Leicester and Kichmcmd's 

They come to take me : now too late I me 
My proud attempt. Like falling Phaeton, 
I perish from my gaiding of the aim. 

Snftr again Leicester and Eichmond.' 

Lei. I will go back, i' faith, once more and see, 
^Vheiher this mock king and the Mother Quean — 
And who — Here's neither queen nor lord ! 
What, king of crickets, ix there none Tint you 1 
Come off, [this crown : this sceptre, off!]* 
This crown, this eceptre are King Rii:h^'a right : 
Bear ihou them, liichmoud, thou art his true 

knight. 
You would not send his ransom, gentle John ; 
He's come to fetch it now. Come, wily fox, 
Now you are stripp'd out of the lion's case, 
What, dare you look the lion in the face I 
The English lion, that in Austria 
With his strong hand puU'd out a lion'^ heart. 
Good Richmond, tell it me ; for God's sake, do : 
O, it does me good to hear his glories told. 
Eicu. Leicester, I saw King Kichard with lii» 

fiat 
Strike dead the son of Austrian Leopold, 
And then I saw him, by the duke's command, 
Compass'd and taken by a troop of men, 
Vfbo led King Kichard to a lion's den. 
Opening the door, and in a paved court. 
The cowards left King Richard weaponless ; 
Anon comes forth the fire-eyed dreadful beast. 
And with a heart-amasing voice he roar'd, 

1 Tbe return of Leicester and Richmoiiii, after their exit 
jast before, is not mentiooed in tho i". 
• [Oidcopy, Comt og, og.^ 
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Opening (like hell) his iron-toothed jaws, 

And stretching out his fierce death-threatening 

pawB. 
I tell thee, Leicester, and I smile thereat 
(Though then, God knows, I had no power to 

smile), 
I stood hy treacherous Austria all the while, 
Who in a gallery with iron grates 
Stay'd to behold King Richard made a prey. 

Lei. What was't thou smiledet at in Austria ) 

KtCH. Leicester, he shook — so help me God, he 
shook — 
With very terror at the lion's look. 

Lei. Ah, coward ! but go on, what Kichard 
did. 

Kicii, Richanl about his right hand wound a 
scarf 
(God quite her for it) given him by a maiil : 
With endless good may that good deed be paid ! 
And thrust that arm down the devouring throat 
Of the fierce lion, and withdrawing it. 
Drew out the strong heart of the monstrous beast. 
And left the si^nseless body on the ground. 

Lgi. O royal lUchard : Richmond, look on John: 
Does he not quiike in bearing this discourse ? 
Come, we will leave him, Richmond ; let us go. 
John, make suit 
For grace, that is your [only] means, you know. 

[£xeanl. 

JoHK. A mischief on that Leicester ! is he gone 1 
'Twere best go too, lest in some mad fit 
He turn again, and lead me prisoner. 
Southward 1 dare not fly : fain, faui I would 
To Scotland bend my course ; but all the woods 
Are full of outlaws, that in Kendal green 
Follow the outlaw'd Earl of Huntington. 
Well, I will clothe myself in such a suit, 
And by that means as well 'acape all punuit, 
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As pass the danger-threatening Huntington ; 

For, having many outlaws, they'll think me 

By my attire one of their mates to be. [Exti^ 



SCENE 2. 

h'liter Scarlet, Little John, and Friar Tuck. 

Friar, Scarlet and John, so God me save, 
No mind unto my beads I have : 
I think it be a luckless day, 
For I can neither sing nor say ; 
Nor have I any power to look 
On portace or on matin book. 

Scar. What is the reason, tell us. Friar ? 

Friar And would ye have me be no liar? 

Lit. John. No. God defend that you should lie : 
A churchman be a liar 1 — fie ! 

Friar. Then, by this hallowed crucifix, 
The lioly watt»r and the pix, 
It greatly at my stomach sticks. 
That all this day we had no gues',^ 
And have of meat so many a mess. 

Much brings out Ely, Ul-e a countryman with a 

basket. 

Much. Well, and ye be but a market, ye are 
but a market-man. 

Ely. I am sure, sir, I do you no hurt, do II 

Scar. We shall have company, no doubt : 
My fellow Much hath found one out. 

Friar, A fox, a fox ! as I am friar, 
Much is well worthy of good hire. 

^ Ouestt were often formerly spelt gueaSf whether it were 
or were not necesaary for the rhyme. 
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Lit. John. Say, Friar, eoothly, know'at thou 

Friar. It U a wolf in a sheep'a akin. 
Go, call our master, Little John ; 
A glad man will he be anon. 
It's Ely, man, the chancellor. fJiu/e.] 

Lit. John. God's pity ! look unto him, Friar. 
[AtiUe. Exit LirrLE John. 

Much. What, ha" ye eggs to sell, old fellow J 

Ely. Ay, sir, some few ; aad thoae lay need con- 
strains mo bear to Mansfield, that I may sell them 
there to boy me bread. 

Sc;ar. Alas, good man ! I prythoy, where dost 
dwell ) 

Ely. I dwell in Oxon, sir. 

Scar. I know the town. 

Much. Alas, poor fellow ! if thou dwell with 
oxen, it's strange they do not gore thee with their 
horns. 

Ely. Masters, I tell ye truly where I dwell. 
And whither 1 am going ; let me go. 
Your master would be much displeas'd, I know. 
If he should hear you himier poor men thus. 

Fkiar. Father, one word with you, before we part. 

Much. Scarlet, the Friar will make us have 
anger all 
Farewell ; and l>ear me witness, tliough I stay'd 

liim, 
I stay'd him not. An old fellow and a marki't 

Friar. Whoop ! in your riddles, Much 1 then 

we shall ha't. 
Scar. What dost thou, Friarl prythee, let him 

go- 
Friar. I prythee. Scarlet, let ua two alone. 

[Sxit Scar. 
Ely. Friar, I see thou know'st me : let me go, 
And many a good turn I to thee will owe. 
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Fkiaiu My master's service bids me answer do. 
Yet love of holy churchmen wills it so. 
Well, good my lord, I will do what I may 
To let your holiness escape away. 

Enter EoBiN Hood and Little John.^ 

Here comes my master : if he question you. 
Answer him like a plain man, and you may pass. 
Ely. Thanks, Friar. 
Friar. 0, my lord thinks me an as& 
Bob. H. Friar, what honest man is there with 

thee? 
Friar. A silly man, good master. I will speak 
for you : 
Stand you aloof, for fear they note your face. 

[To Ely. 
Master, in plain, 
It were but in vain, 
Long to detain 
With toys or with babbles, 
With fond, feigned fables ; 
But him that you see 
In so mean degree 
Is the Lord Ely, 
That help'd to exile you, 
That oft did revile you. 
Though in liis fall 
His train be but small, 
And no man at all 
Will give him the wall, 
Nor lord doth him call, 
Yet he did ride, 
On jennets pied. 
And knights by his side 



^ The Btage direction in the original is only £nter 
Robin, 
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Dill foot it each tide. 
O, 8«e the fall of pride.' 

Rob. R Friar, enough. [Aii<if. 

Friar. I pray, air, let him go, 
He is a very simple man in show : 
He dwells at Oxon, and to us doth say, 
To Mansfield market he doth take hu way. 

Lit. John. Friar, this is not Mtuiafield markel- 
day. 

Rob. H. What would lio sell ) 

Friar. Eggs, air, as he says. 

Rob. H. Scarlet, go thy ways : 
Take in this old man, fill his skin with veniwn. 
And after give him money for his eggs, 

Ely. No, sir, I thank yon, I have promia'd them 
To Master Bailey's wife, of Mansfield, all. 

Roa H. Nay, sir, you do me wrong : 
No Bailey nor his wife shall have an egg. 
Scarlet, I say, take his eggs, and give him money. 

Ely. Pray, sir. 

Friar. Tush, let him have yoitr eggs, 

Ely. Faith, I have none. 

Fbiab. God's pity, then, he will find yon some.'' 

Scar. Here are no eggs, nor anything but hay. 
Yes, hy the mass, here's somewhat like a st^al I 

KoB. H. God I 
My prince's seal 1 fair England's royal seal I 
Tell me, ihou man of death, thon wicked man, 
How cam'st thou by this seal t wilt thou not speak 1 
Bring burning irons 1 I will make liim speak. 
For I do know the poor distressed lord. 
The king's vicegerent, learned, reverend Ely, 
Flj-ing the fury of ambitious John, 
Is munler'd by this peasant. Speak, vile man. 
Where thon bast done thrice honourable Ely ! 

' Thli masl hsTe been spoken wide M Uoliiu Hood, 
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Ely. Why dost thou grace Elywithstyles of grace. 
Who thee with all his power sought to disgrace f 

Bob. H. Belike, his wisdom saw some fault in me. 

Ely. No, I assure thee, honourahle earl ; 
It was his envy, no defect of thine. 
And the persuasions of the Prior of York, 
Which Ely now repents. See, Huntington, 
Ely himself, and pity him, good son. 

Bob. H. Alas, for woe ! alack, that so great state 
The malice of this world should ruinate ! 
Come in, great lord, sit down and take thy ease, 
Beceive the seal, and pardon my offence. 
With me you shall be safe, and if you please, 
Till Bichard come, from all men's violence. 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John, 
And his fair daughter shall converse with you : 
I and my men that me attend upon 
Shall give you all that is to honour due. 
Will you accept my service, noble lord 1 

Ely. Thy kindness drives me to such inwanl 
shame, 
That, for my life, I no reply can frame. 
Go ; I will follow. Blessed may'st thou be. 
That thus reliev'st thy foes in misery ! [JSxeunt. 

Lit. John. Skelton, a word or two beside the 
play. 

Friar. Now, Sir John Eltham, what is't you 
would sayl 

Lit. John. Methinks, I see no jests of Bobin 
Hood, 
No merry morrices of Friar Tuck, 
No pleasant skippings up and down the wood, 
No hunting-songs, no coursing of the buck. 
Pray God this play of ours may have good luck. 
And the king's majesty mislike it not 

Friar And if he do, what can we do to that 1 
I promised him a play of Bobin Hood, 
His honourable life in merry Sherwood. 
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His majeatj' himself 8un*ey"d the plot, 
And bald me boldly write it ; it was good. 
For merry jests llipy have been shown before, 
As how the friar fell into the well 
For love of Jenny, that fair bonny belle ; 
How Greenleaf robb'd the Shrieve of Nottinghai 
And other mirthful matter full of gamti.i 
Our play expresses noble Robert's wrong ; 
His mild forgetting treacherous iujurj' : 
The abbot's malice, rak'd in cinders loi)g, 
Breaks out at last with Robin's tragedy. 
If these, that hear the history reheare'd, 
Condemn my play, when it begins to spring, 
I'll let it wither, while it is a bud, 
And never show the flower to the king. 
Lit. John. One thing besi<le : you 
your vein 
Of ribble-rabblo rhymes Skeltonical, 
So oft, and stand so long, that you offend. 
Fbiar. It is a fault I hardly can amend. 
O, how 1 thamp my tongue to talk these terms ; 
1 do forget ofttimes my friar's part ; 
But pull me by the sleeve when 1 exceed, 
And you shall see me mend that fault indeed. 

Wherefore, still sit you, 

Doth Skelton entreat yon 

While he/neeM 

Will briefly repeat yo 

The history all 

And tale tragical, 

By whose treaehery 

And base injury 

Robin the good, 

Call'd Robin Hood, 

Died in Sherwood. 
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Which till you see, 

Be ruled by me : 

Sit patiently, 

And give a plaudite, 

If anything please ye. [Bxeunt. 



ACT v., SCENE 1. 

£nter Warman, 

War. Banished from all, of all I am bereft ! 
No more than what I wear unto me left. 
O wretched, wretched grief, desertful fall I 
Striving to get all, I am reft of all. 
Yet if I could awhile myself relieve. 
Till Ely be in some place settled, 
A double restitution should I get. 
And these sharp sorrows, that have joy sup- 
pressed, 
Sliould turn to joy with double interest. 

UrUer a Gentleman, Wamian^s Coustti. 

And in good time, here comes my cousin War- 
man, 
Whom I have often pleasured in my time. 
His house at Bingham I bestowed on him, 
And therefore doubt not, he will give me house- 
room. 
Good even, cousin. 

Cou. O cousin Warman, what good news with 

youl 
War. Whither so far a-foot walk you in Sher- 
wood? 
Cou. I came from Rotherham ; and by hither 
Famsfield 
My horse did tire, and I walk'd home a-foot 
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War. I do beaeech you. couain, at some friend's. 
Or at your own house, for a week or two 
Give me some succour. 

Cou. Ha i succour, say you I No, sir : 
I heard at Mansfield how flie matter stanila ; 
How you liave justly lost your goods and lands, 
And that the prince's indignation 
Will fall ou any that relieves your state. 
Away from me 1 your treacheries I hate. 
You, when your noble master was undone, 
(That houourable- minded Huntington), 
Who forwarder than you all to distrain 1 
And, as a wolf that cluueth on the plain 
The harmless hind, so wolf-Hke you pursued 
Him and his servants. Vile Ingratitude, 
Damn'dJudasism,^ false wrong, abhorred treachery. 
Impious wickedness, wicked impietv ! 
Out, out upon thee I foh, I spit at thee ! 

Wah. Ciood cousin. 

Cuv. Away t I'll spurn tliee if thou follow me. 
[Exit. 

War, just heaven, how thou plagu'st ini- 
quity I 
All that lie has my hand on hira bestowed, 
My mastur gave me all I ever owed, 
My master I abus'd in Ids distress ; 
In mine my kinsman leaves me comfortless. 



Enter JaILHIR of A'otlinffltant, Ifoditig a i 

Here comes another ; one that yesterday 
Was at my service, came when I did call, 
And him I made jailer of Nottingham. 



' The i° hm it Damu'd Jadaiim. but the klliuion ii to 
the trMcliery of Judu. The jailer of NatUugbun nfUr- 
vude nUU Wurmtu Judu. 
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Perchance some pity dwells within the man ; 
Jailer, well met ; dost thou not know me, man f 

Jai. Yes, thou art Warman ; every knave knows 
thee. 

War. Thou know'st I was thy master yesterday. 

Jal Ay, but 'tis not as it was : farewell ; go by. 

War. Good George, relieve my bitter misery. 

Jal By this flesh and blood, I will not. 
No, if I do, the devil take me quick. 
I have no money, beggar : balk the way ! 

War. I do not ask thee money. 

Jai. Wouldst ha' meat 1 

War Would God I had a little bread to eat 

Jai. Soft, let me feel my bag. O, here is meat. 
That I put up at Retford for my dog : 
I care not greatly if I give thee ^ this. 

War. I pry thee, do. 

Jai. 2 Yet let me search my conscience for it first : 
My dog's my servant, faithful, tnisty, true ; 
But Warman was a traitor to his lord, 
A reprobate, a rascal and a Jew, 
Worser than dogs, of men to be abhorr'd ! 
Starve, tlierefore, Warman ; dog, receive thy due. 
Follow me not, lest I belabour you. 
You half-fac'd groat, you thick-cheek'd chittyface ; 
You Judas-villain ! you that have undone 
The honourable Robert Earl of Huntington. [^artV. 

War Worse than a dog the villain me respects, 
His dog he feeds, me in my need rejects. 
What shall I do ? yonder I see a shed, 
A little cottage, where a woman dwells, 
Whose husband I from death delivered : 
If she deny me, then I faint and die. 
Ho ! goodwife Thompson ! 



^ [Old copy, him.] 

* In the old copy this is made a part of what Warman 
speaks, which is a mistake, as is evident from the context. 
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WoM. ^Vhat a noiae is there ? 
A foul shaniB on y e ! is it you that kiio<;k'(l 1 

Wak What, do you know me then 1 

WoM. Whoop ! who knows not you 1 
The beggar'd, bauish'd Shrieve of Nottingham, 
Voii that betray'd your master : Is'b not you 1 
Yes, a sliame on you I and forsooth ye coine, 
To have some succour here, because you sav'd 
My u nth rift husband from the gallow-tree. 
A pox upon you both ! would both for me 
\Verc hang'd together. But soft, let me see ; 
The man looks faint : feel'st thou indeed distress I 

War. 0, do not mock me in my heaviness. 

WoM. Indeed, I do not. Well, I have within 
A caudle made, I will go fetch it him. [Sirit, 

Wail blessed woman ! comfortable word ! 
lie quiet, entrails, you shall be reUev'd. , 

£alfr Woman.! 

WoM. Here, Warman, put this hemjien caudle 
o'er thy bead. 
See downward yonder is thy master's walk ; 
And like a Judas, oo some rotteu tree, 
Hang up this rotten trunk of misery, 
That goers-by thy wretched end may see. 
Stirr'st thou not, villain I get thee from my door ; 
A plague upon thee, haste aud hang thyself. 
Kun, rogue, away ! 'tis thou that hast imdone 
Thy noble master, Earl of Huntington. [Exit. 

War. Good counsel and good comfort, by my 
faith. 
Three doctors ore of one opinion. 
That Warman must make speed to hang himself. 
The last hath given a caudle comfortable, 
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That to recure my griefs is strong and able : 
I'll take her medicine, and I'll choose this way, 
Wherein, she saith, my master hath his walk ; 
There will I offer life for treachery, 
And hang, a wonder to all goers-by. 
But soft ! what sound harmonious is this f 
What birds are these, that sing so cheerfully, 
As if they did salute the flowering spring ? 
Fitter it were with tunes more dmeftiUy 
They shriek'd out sorrow, than thus cheerly sing. 
I will go seek sad desperation's cell ; 
This is not it, for here are green-leav'd trees. 
Ah, for one winter-bitten bared bough, 
AVhereon a wretched life a wretch would lese. 
O, here is one ! Thrice-blessed be this tree, 
If a man cursed may a blessing give. 

Enter Old Fitzwater. 

But out, alas ! yonder comes one to me 
To hinder death, whon I detest to live. 

FiTZ. What woful voice hear I within this 
woodi 
WTiat wretch is there complains of wretched- 
ness? 
War. a man, old man, bereav'd of all earth's 
good. 
And desperately seeks death in this distress. 
FiTZ. Seek not for that which will be here too 
soon, 
At least, if thou be guilty of ill-deeds. 
Where art thou, son 1 come, and nearer sit : 
Hear wholesome counsel 'gainst unhallow'd 
thoughts. 
War. The man is blind. Muffle the eye of day. 
Ye gloomy clouds (and darker than my deeds, 
That darker be than pitchy sable night) 
Muster together on these high-topp'd trees, 



I 
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Tliat not a sp&rk of light thorough their sprays 
May hinder what I mean to execute. 
FiTZ. Wliat dost thou mutter 1 Hear me woful 

EnUr Marlan with meal. 

Mar. Good morrow, fatlier. 

Frrz. Welcome, lovely maid ; 
And in good time, I trust, you hither come. 
Look if you see not a distreaafu! man. 
That to himself intendeth violence : 
One such even now was here, and is not far. 
Seek, I beseech you ; save him, if you may. 

Mar. Alas I liere is, here is a. man eurag'd, 
Fastening a halter on awither'd Iwugh, 
And stares upon me with such frighted looks. 
As I am fearful of his sharp aspect. 

FiTZ. What mean'st thou, wretch t say, what is't 
thou wilt do 1 

War. As Judas did, so 1 int«nd to do. 
For I have done already as he did : 
His master he betray'd, so I have mine. 
Fair mistress, look not on me with your blessed 

eyne; 
From them, as from some excellence divine, 
Sparkles sharp judgment, and commands witii 

speed. 
Fair, fare you well : foul fortune is my fate ; 
As all betrayers, I die desperate. 

FiTZ. Soft, ho I Go, Marian, tall in Eobiu 
Hood: 
'Tis Wannan, woman, that was once his steward. 

Mar. Alas ! although it be, yet save lus life ! 
I will send help unto you presently. [Erit. 

FiTZ. Nay, Warman, stay ; thou shalt have' thy 
wilL 

War. Art thou a blind man, and canst see my 
sUame t 
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To hinder treachers God restoreth sight. 
And giveth infants tongues to cry aloud 
A woful woe against the treacherous. 

Enter MuCH, i^nning. 

Much. Hold, hold, hold ! I hear say my fellow 
Warman is about to hang, himself, and make I 
some speed to save liim a labour. good master, 
Justice Shrieve, have you execution in hand, and 
is there such a murrain among thieves and hang- 
men, that you play two parts in one? For old 
:icquaintance, I will play one part 
The knot under the ear, the knitting to the tree : 
( Jood Master Warman, leave that work for me. 

War. Despatch me. Much, and I will pray for 
thee. 

Much. Nay, keep your prayers, nobody sees us. 
[He takes the rope, and offers to climb, 

FiTZ. Down, . sirrah, down! whither, a knave's 
name, climb you ] 

Much. A plague on ye for a blind sinksanker ! * 
would I were your match. Yoii are much blindt 
i' faith, can hit so right. 

EiUer Little John. 

Lit. John. What, Master Warman, are ye come 
to yield 
A true account for your false stewardship 1 

Enter Scarlet and Scathlock. 

ScATH. Much, if thou meanest to get a hundred 
pound. 
Present us to the Shrieve of Nottingham. 

1 [" A tenn of contempt," says Halliwell in v. / but does 
it not refer strictly to % card-aharper ?] 
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Much. Mass, I think there was such proclnma- 
tion. 
Come, mykmall fellow John, 
You Bhftll have half, and therefore bring in one. 
Lit. John. No, my big fellow, houeat Master 
Much, 
Take all unto yourself: I'll be no half. 
Much. Then stand : you shall be the two thieves, 
and I'll be the presenter. 

Master Shrieve of Nottingham, 
When ears unto my tidings came,' 

(I'll speak in prose, I miss tills verse vilely) that 
Scathlock and Scarlet were arrested by Robin 
Hood, my master, and Little John, my fellow, and 
Much, his servant, and taken from you. Master 
Shrieve, being well forwwd iii the hanging way, 
wherein ye now are (and God keep ye in the 
some), and also that you, Master Shrieve, would 
give any man in town, city, or country a hundred 
jKiund of lawful arrant* money of England, that 
would bring the same two thieves, being these 
two; now 1, the said Much, challenge of you the 
said Shrieve, bringing them, the same money. 

Scar. Faith, he cannot pay thee, Much. 

Much. Ay, but while this end is in my hand, 
and that about his neck, he is bound to it. 

EnlfT RoniN, Ely, Marian. 

War. Mock on, mock on : make me your jesting 
game. 

1 do deserve much more than this small shame. 

Rob. H. Disconsolate and poor dejected man, 
Cast &om thy neck that shameful sign of death, 

I Ho bluDden. Of course be means " when tldEngs came 

He does not moke miich better of hit prou. 
' Current. 
VOL. VIIL N 
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And live for me, if thou amend thy life. 
As much in favour as thou ever didst. 

War. 0, worse than any death, 
When a man wrong'd his wronger pitieth I 

Ely. Warman, be comforted, rise and amend : 
On my word, Robin Hood will be thy friend. 

KoB. H. I will indeed : go in, heart-broken man. 
Father Fitzwater, pray lead him in. 
Kind Marian, with sweet comforts comfort him, 
And my tall yeomen, as you me affect, 
Upbraid him not with his forepassed life. 
Warman, go in ; go in and comfort thee. 

War. O, God requite your honour's courtesy. 

Mar. Scathlock or Scarlet, help us, some of ye. 
[Exeunt Warman, Marian, Fitzwatkr, 
Scathlock, Scarlet, Much, 

Enter Friar Tuck in his truss, without his weed. 

Friar. Jesu benedicite ! 
Pity on pity, 
Mercy on mercy, 
Misery on misery ! 
0, such a sight. 
As by this light. 
Doth me affright ? 
Rob. H. Tell us the matter, pr}'thee, holy Friar. 
Friar. Sir Doncaster the priest and the proud 
Prior 
Are stripped and wounded in the way to Bawtrey, 
And if there go not speedy remedy. 
They'll die, they'll die in tliis extremity. 

RrOB. H. Alas ! direct us to that wretched place : 
I love mine uncle, though he hateth me. 
Friar. My weed I cast to keep them from the 
cold, 
And Jemiy, gentle girl, tore all her smock 
The bloody issue of their wounds to stop. 
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Ron. H, Wilt you go with ub, mv good Lord of 

Kly t 
Ely. I will, and ever praise tliy perfect cliarity. 



Enter Prince John lolm, i 



1 gr(m 



tmth how and 



John. Wliy, this is somewhat like : now may I 



At Mkhatlmas cometh my covenant out, 

My matter rjieu me my fee: 
Thmi, Sobiii, I'll wear t/iy Kendal greea. 

And viend to the ffreeuwood itith thee^ 

But for a name now : John it must not l)e, 
Already Little John on him attends : 
GreeiileafJ Nay, surely there's such a one al- 
ready : 
Well, rU be Woodnet, hap what happen may. 

Enter ScATHLOCK. 

Here comes a green coat (good luck be ray guide) 
Some sudden shift might help me to provide. 
ScATH. What, fellow WUliam, did you meet our 

master! 
John. I did not meet him yet, my honest 
friend. 



And plod w Uie gneoiraoil 
"Bobin UDi>d,''iL 18, 
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ScATH. My honest fiiend I why, what a term is 
here? 
My name is Scathlock, man, and if thou be 
No other than thy garments show to me, 
Tliou art my fellow, though I know thee not. 
What is thy name ? When wert thou entertained f 

John. My name is Woodnet; and this very 
day 
^Ty noble master, Earl of Huntington, 
Did give me both my fee and livery. 

ScATH. Your noble master. Earl of Huntington 1 
I'll lay a crown you are a counterfeit, 
And that, you know, lacks money of a noble. 
Did you receive your livery and fee, 
And never heard our orders read unto you 1 
What was the oath was given you by the Friar 1 

John. W' ho ?— Friar Tuck ] 

ScATH. Ay, do not play the liar. 
For he comes hero himself to shrive. 

Enter Friar Tuck. 

John. Scathlock, farewell ; I will away. 

Scath. See you this arrow ? it says nay. 
Through both your sides shall fly this feather, 
If })re.'5f' ntly you come not hither. 

Friar. Now heaven's true liberality 
Fall ever for his charity 
Upon the head of Robin Hood, 
That to his very fue.s doth good. 
Lord God ! how he laments the Prior, 
And bathes his wounds against the fire. 
Fair Marian, God requite it her. 
Doth evcMi as much for Doncaster, 
Whom newly she hath lain in bed, 
To rest his weary, wounded head. 

ScATH. Ho ! Friar Tuck, know you this mate 1 

Friar. What's he ? 
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SCATH. He says my master late 
Gave him his fee and livery, i 

Friar. It is a leasing, credit me. 
How chance, sir, then you were not ewom 1 

John. What mean this groom and lozel friar, 
So strictly matters to iuqiiire 1 
Had I a sword and buckler here. 
You should aby these que.stions dear. 

Friab. Say'st thou me so, ladl lend him 

For in this bush here llcth mine. 
Now will I try this new-come guest. 

8CATH. I am his first man, Friar Tuuk, 
And if I fail, and have no luck, 
Then thou with hirri shalt have a pluck. 

Friar. Be it so, Scalhlock. Hold thee, Ud, 
No better weapons can be had : 
The dew doth them a little rust ; 
But, hear ye, they are tools of trust' 

John. Gramercy, iViar, for this gift, 
And if thou come unto my shrift, 
I'll make thee call those fellows fools 
That 6n their foes bestow such tools. 

ScATH. Come, let ua to't. 

[Fig/d, aiid (/« FbUR looh oh. 

Friae. The youth is deliver * and light. 
He presseth Scathtock with his might : 
Now, by my beads, to do him right, 
I think he be some tried knight. 

ScATH, Stay, let us breathe I 

John. I will not stay ; 
If you leave. Friar, come away. 

ScATH. I prythee. Friar, hold him play. 

Friar. Friar Tuck will do the best he may. 

[Fiii!,t. 



rurd. 
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Filter Marian. 

Mar. WTiy, what a noise of swords is here ! 
Fellows, and fight our bower so near % 

ScATH. Mistress, he is no man of yours, 
That figlits so fast with Friar Tuck ; 
But, on my word, lie is a man 
As good for strength as any can. 

Mar. Indeed, he's more than common men can 
be; 
In his high heart there dwells the blood of kings. 
Go call my Robin, Sc^thlock : [^w'dfc] 'tis Prince 
John. 

ScATH. Mistress, I will : I pray [thee] part the 
fray. [Exit. 

Mar. I prythee go, I will do what I may. 
Friar, I charge thee hold thy hand. 

Friar, Nay, younker, to your tackling stand. 
What, all amort,^ will you not fight 1 

John. I yield, unconquerM by thy might, 
But by Matilda s glorious sight. 

Friar. Mistress, he knows you : what is he 1 

John. Like to amazing wonder she ai)i)ear8, 
And from her eye flies love unto my heart, 
Attended by sus])icious thoughts and fears 
That numb the vigour of each outward part 
Only my sight hath all satiety 
And fulness of delight, viewing her deity. 

Mar. But I have no delight in you, Prince John. 

Friar. Is this Prince John? 
Give me thy hand, thou art a proper man : 
And for this morning's work, by saints above, 
Be ever sure of Friar Tuck's true love. 



^ The origin of amort is French, and Bomctimeg it is 
written Tout-nla-morty as in "The Contention between 
iji)>erality and IVodigality,'* 1602, sig. B, as pointed out in 
a note to *' Kam Alley." 
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John. Be not oSended that I touch thy shriui> ; 
Make this hand hajipy : let it fuld in thiue. 

Enter EOBIN HooD, FlTZWATER, Ely, Warman. 
Rob. H. What saucy woodman, Marian, stands 

John. A woodman, Kobin, that would strike 
your dner 
With all liis heart. Nay, never look so strange. 
You see this fiukle world is full of change : 
John is a ranger, man, compell'd to range. 

TiTZ. You are young, wud lord, and well may 
travel bear. 

John. What, my old friend Fitzwater, are you 
tlierel 
And you. Lord Ely) and old best-betruss'd i ' 
Then I |>erceive that to thia gear we must. 
A mess of my good friends I which of j'ou fonr 
Will purchase thanks by yielding to the king 
The body of the rash, reljellious Jolin t 
Will you, Fitzwater ) 

FiTZ. No, John, I defy ' 
To stain my old hands in thy youthful blood. 

JouN. \ou will. Lord Ely ; I am sure you will. 

Ely. Be sure, yoang mau, my age means thee 
no ill. 



1 [Qaer;, beet btn^ed I He refera lo the ex-abetifT,] 

' fi^g II here lucil in llie eenaB of rtfiur, wbich wu not 

aneommou : tlius in tbo " De»lh u! Itobert Eurl of lluo. 

trngton." we have thia psasac;?, " Or, hb I aud, for ever I 

lUjy your eoDpany." In Iho " Four 'rrcnlices of London," 

Bci i. ic 1. the old Esil of Boulogne siif»— 



.o.j«lr.«U 



lid^ft, , 
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John. 0, you will have the praise, brare Robin 
Hood. 
The lusty outlaw, lord of this large wood : 
He'll lead a king's son prisoner to a king, 
And bid the brother smite the brother dead. 
EOB. H. My purpose you have much miscon- 
strued : 
Prince John, I would not for the wide world's 

wealth 
lucense his majesty, but do my best 
To mitigate his wrath, if he be mov'd. 
John. Will none of you ? then, here's one I dare 
say. 
That from his childhood knows how to betray : 
Warman, will you not help to hinder all you mayf 
War. With what I have been, twit me not, my 
lord : 
My old sins at my soul I do detest. 
John. Then, that he came this way Prince John 
was blest. 
Forgive me, Ely ; pardon me, Fitzwater : 
And Robin, to thy hands myself I yield. 

EoB. H. And as my heart from hurt I wiU thee 
shield. 

Enter MuCH, running. 

Much. Master, fly ! hide ye, mistress ! we all 

shall be taken. 
EoB. H. Why, what's the matter ? 
Much. The king ! the king ! and twelve and 

twenty score of horses. 
EoB. H. Peace, fool ! we have no cause from 

him to fly. 

Enter Scarlet, Little John. 

Lit, John. Scarlet and I were hunting on the 
plain ; 
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To U9 came royal Richard from his train. 
For a great train of his is hard at hand. 
And questioned us if we serv'd Robin Hood ) 
I said we did ; and then his majesty, 
Putting this massy chain about my neck, 
Said what I shame to say, but joj-'d to hear. 
Let Scarlet tell it, it befits not me. 

Scar. Quoth our good king. Thy name ia Little 
John, 
And thou hast long time serv'd Earl Huntington : 
Because thou left'st liiro not in misery, 
A hundred marks I gii-o tbee yearly fee. 
And from henceforth thou shalt a squire be. 

Mdch. lord, what luck had I to run awav I 
I should have been made a knight or a Udy, 

Scar, Go, said the king, and to your master 

Richard is come to call him to the court, 
And with his kingly presence chase the clouds 
Of grief and sorrow, that in misty shades 
Have veil'd the honour of Earl Huntington. 
Rob. H. Now God preserve him ! hie you back 

agtuQ, 
And guide him, lest in bypaths he mistake. 
Much, fetch a richer garment for my father ; 
Good Friar Tuck, I prj-thee rouse thy wits : 
Warman, visit mine uncle and Sir Doncaster, 
See if they can come forth to grace our show. 
God's pity, Marian, let your Jenny wait. 
Thanks, my lord chancellor, you are well pre- 

par'd; 
And, good Prince John, since you are all in 

green, 
Disrlain not to attend on Robin Hood ; 
Frolic, 1 pray ; I trust to do ye good. 



202 TH£ DOWNFALL OF ROBERT 

Bnter Prior and Sir Doncaster.* 

Welcome, good uncle, welcome, Sir Doncaster. 
Say, will ye sit ; I fear ye cannot stand. 

Prior. Yes, very well 

Rob. H. Why, cheerly, cheerly then. 
The trumpet sounds, the king is now at hand : 
Lords, yeomen, maids, in decent order stand. 

2'he trumpets sound the while EOBIN HoOD pl<tces 
them. Enter Jirsty bareheaded, LITTLE JOHN 

and Scarlet ; likewise Chester and Leices- 
ter, hearing the stoord and sceptre; the KiNG 
follows, crowned, clad in green; afttr him QUEEX 
Mother; after her Salisbury and KiCH- 
MOND. Scarlet and Scathlock turn to 
liOBIN Hood, wlio teith all his company kneel 
down and cry — 

All. God save King Richard! Lord preserve 
your grace ! 

King. Thanks all ; but chiefly, Huntington, to 
thee. 
Arise, poor earl \ stand up, my late-lost son. 
And on thy shoulders let me rest my arms, 
That have been t<)iled long with heathen wars. 
True pillar of my state, right lord indeed. 
Whose honour sliineth in the den of need, 
I am even full of joy and full of woe. 
To see thee, glad ; but sad to see thee so. 

Rob. H. O, that I could pour out my soul in 
prayers, 
And praises for this kingly courtesy ! 
Do not, dread lord, grieve at my low estate : 
Never so rich, never so fortuuat<% 
Was Huntington as now himself he finds ; 

^ Their entrance la not marked in the original. 
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And to approve it, may it please your grace, 
But to accept such, presents at the hand 
Of your poor servant as ho hath prepar'd. 
You shaU perceive the Emperor of the East, 
Whom you contended with at Babylon, 
Had not such presents to present you with. 

King. Art thou bo rich 1 swift,i let me see thy 

gitts. 
Rob. H. First, take again this jewel you had 
lost, 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John. 

KiXG. A gem indeed I no prince hath such a 
one. 
Good, good old man, as welcome unto me 
As cool fresh air in heat's extremity. 
FiTZ. And 1 OS glad to kiss my sovereign's 
hand, 
As the wreck'd swimmer, when he feels the land. 
Queen. Welcome, Fitzwater, 1 am glad to sch 

you. 
FiTZ. I thank your grace : but let me hug these 
twain, 
Leicester and Richmond, Christ's sworn champions. 
That follow'd Richard in his holy war. 

Rich. Noble Fitzwater, tlianka, and wekonu- 

both. 
Lel God, how glad I am to see this lord I 
I cannot speak, but welcome at a wonL 

Roa H. Next, take good Ely in your royal 
hands, 
Who fled from death and most uncivil bonds. 
Kino. Robin, thy gifts exceed Morion, my 
chancellor i 
In this man giv'st thou holiness and honour. 

Ely. Indeed he gives me, and he gave me life, 
Preserving me from fierce pursuing foes. 

' told cupj, «««(,] 
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When I, to blame, had wrought him many woes. 
With me he likewise did preserve this seal, 
Wliich I surrender to your majesty. 

Kino. Keep it, good Ely, keep it still for me. 

Rob. H. The next fair jewel that I will present 
Is richer than both these ; yet in the foil, 
My gracious lord, it hath a foul default 
Which if you pardon, boldly I protest, 
It will in value far exceed the rest. 

John. That's me he means ; i' faith, my turn is 
next. 
He calls me foil : i' faith, I fear a foil. 
Well, 'tis a mad lord, this same Huntington. 

[Aside. 

EOB. H. Here is Prince John, your brother, 
whose revolt 
And folly in your absence, let me crave, 
With his submission may be buried ; 
F(^r he is now no more the man he was, 
But dutiful in all respects to you. 

King. Pray God it prove so. Well, good 
Huntington, 
For thy sake pardon'd is our brother John, 
And welcome to us in all hearty love. 

lioB. H. This last I give, as tenants do their 
lands, 
With a surrender to receive again 
The same into tlieir o>\ti possession ; 
No Marian, but Fitzwater's chaste Matilda : 
The precious jewel, that poor Huntington 
Doth in this world hold as his best esteem. 
Although with one hand I surrender her, 
I hold the other, as one looking still 
Eichard return her : so I hope he will. 

King. Else God forbid. Eeceive thy Marian 
back. 
And never may your love be separate, 
But flourish fairly to the utmost date. 
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Rob, H. Sow please my king to enter Sobiu's 
bower, 
And take such homely welcome as he finds, 
It shall be reekon'd as my Imppineea. 

King. With all ray heart. Then, aa combined 
friends, 
Go we together : here all quarrel ends. [Exeunt. 

Ma7itnl Sir John Elthau and Skelton. 

Sir Juhn. Then, Skelton, here I see you will 
conclude. 

Skel. And reason good : have we not hold too 
longi 

Sir John. No, in good sadness, I dare gage my 
life, ' 

liis highness will accept it very kindly : 
But, I assure you, he expects withal 
To see the other matters tragical. 
That follow in the process of the story. 
WTierein are many a sad accident, 
Able to make the stoutest mind relent : 
I need not name the points, you know them all! 
From Marian's eye shall not one tear be shed 1 
Skelton, i' faith, 'tis not the fasliiun. 
The king must grieve, the queen must take it ill : 
Ely must mourn, aged Fitzwater weep, 
Pnnce John, the lords, his yeomen nmst lament, 
And wring their woful liands for Kobin's woo. 
Then must the sick man, fainting by degrees, 
Speak hoUuw words, and yield his Marian, 
Chaste maid Matilda, to her father's liands ; 
And give her, with King Richard's fidl consent. 
His lands, his goods, late seiz'd on by the Prior, 
Now by the Prior's treason made the king's. 
Skelton, there are a many other things. 
That ask long time to teU them lineally ; 
Bat ten times longer will the action be. 
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Skel. Sir John, i' faith, I know not what to do. 
And I confess that all you say is true. 
Will you do one thing for me ? Crave the king 
To see two parts : say, 'tis a pretty thing. 
I know you can do much ; if you excuse me, 
While Skelton lives, Sir John, be bold to use me. 

Sir. John. I will persuade the king ; but how 
can you 
Persuade all these beholders to content I 

Skel. Stay, Sir John Eltham : what to them I 

Deliver to the king from me, I pray. 
Well-judging hearers, for a while suspend 
Your censures of this play's unfinish'd end. 
And Skelton promises for this offence 
The second part shall presently be penn'd. 
There shall you see, as late my friend did note, 
King Richard's revels at Earl Robert's bower ; 
The purposed mirth and the performed moan ; 
The death of Robin and his murderers. 
For interest of your stay, this will I add : 
King Richard's voyage back to Austria, 
The swift-returned tidings of his death, 
The manner of his royal funeral.* 
Then John shall be a lawful crowned king. 
But to Matilda bear unlawful love. 
Aged Fitzwator*8 final banishment ; 
His piteous end, of power tears to move 
From marble pillars. The catastrophe 
Shall show you fair Matilda's tragedy. 
Who (shunning John's pursuit) became a nun. 



' It will be seen from the introduction to this play, that 
Munday and others, according to Henslowe, wrote a separate 

Slay under the title of **The Funeral of Richard Cor- 
elion." [The latter drama was not written till some 
months after this and the ensuing piece, and was intended 
as a sort of sequel to the plays on the history of Robin 
Hood.] 
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At Dunmow ^ Abbey, where she constantly 
Chose death to save her spotless chastity. 
Take but my word, and if I fail in this, 
Then let my pains be baffled with a hiss. 

^ Misprinted Dumvood in the old copy. 
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llENaT CHErrr.K, who certainly joined Autliony Mun- 
liuy in writing "The Death of Robert Earl of Hua- 
tingtoa,"' if be did not alao assist in pennini; "The 
Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntingtou,' was n very 
pri>lific dnunatic author. Malone erroneously statee 
ibat be was the writer of, or was concerned in, thirty 
)>lnyB ; according to information which be himself 
fnmiahes, forty-two arc, either wholly or in part, to be 
assigned to Chettle, The titles of only twenty-five are 
inserted in the " BiogTajihia Dmniatica." The proof of 



1 Two lioes in the EpUogae might be quoted to shoir lliii 
iioiy one lulhor was coQcemed in it — 

" Thus t> MiUld*'! itDiT (liowii In Mt. 

liut probably the anertion ii not to It taken «trietly ; or if 
il be, it «'ill nat prove that Chettle had no band, earlier or 
later, in the authorship. Mr OiCTurd in his Introdaelion to 
Ford's Worka, vol. i. xvi., remarks very truly, that we are 
not to suppose from tbe combination of Maiues of anthors 
"tliat thvr were always slmuitaneouely employed in the pro- 
dueliori of the same play ;" and Mnudsy, who was perbipA 
■n elder poet than Chcttte, may have himself originally 
written butli parts of " The Earl of Huntington, the con- 
nection of Chslllc vitli (hem being snbeeqoent, in making 
alterstiDos or adaiiting them to the preralling laile. 
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his connection with the historical play now reprinted 
lias been already supplied,^ and it is derived from the 
same sonrce as nearly all the rest of the intelligence 
regarding his works — the MSS. of Henslowe. 

Of the incidents of the life of Henry Chettle abso- 
lutely nothing is known : we are ignorant of the timen 
and places of his birth and death, and of the manner in 
which he obtained his education. It has been conjec- 
titred that he either was, or had been, a printer, but the 
point is very doubtful' In a tract by him, called 
'* England's Mourning Garment," on the death of Queen 
Elizabeth, he speaks of himself as having been " young 
almost thirty years ago,'' and as having been a witness 
of what passed at that period in the Court If Ritson's 
conjecture [had been] well-founded, he [might have 
been admitted as] an author as early as 1578;' but 
the poetical tract assigned to him [under that date waa 
the work of some other writer with the same initials, 
whose name is not known.] 

The first account we have of Chettle in connection 
with the stage is under date of April 1599,* when, ac- 
cording to Henslowe, he was engaged with Dekker in 
writing a play called ** Troilns and Cressida ; " but there 
is good refison to infer, that if in 1G03 he were "young 
almost thirty years ago," he had written for the theatre 
before 1599. Besides, in his " Kind Hartes Dreame," 
])roduced about three months after the death of his 



1 See " The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington,*' 
Introd, pp. 95, 96, ante, 

' See " Restituta," ii. 867 (note). 

3 " Bibl. Poet." 159. [But see Hazlitt's ** HaDdbook," v. 
a If.] 

* [Henalowe's "Diarj'," 1845, p. 147. See also Collier's 
'* Memoirs of the Actors in Shakespeare's Flays," p. 111.] 
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friend Robert Greene, on September 3d, ia03, ImspeiLkK 
jjenemlly of his coimeetiou with the dramatic poets of 
that day, as if it were TJot newly formed. Malone Bup- 
poaed thnt SbakeapeBre, with whom Chettle had then 
KCently liecorae acquainted, was alluded to in the same 
tract. In " England's Mourning Garment " Chettle 
tiddreggeB a stanxn to " silver-tongued Uelicert," [whom 
some crilicH have supposed to be Shakespeare. But this 
is mere conjecture.] 

Fnmcis Meres, in his ofteu-qaoted " Paltadis Tantia " 
I, includes Chettle in a lanff list of other writers 
for the stage, an "one of the liest for comedy j" hut in 
earlier works ujion the poetry and literature of Eng- 
land, such as Webbe'fl " Discourse " in 1586, and Put- 
lentiam's " Art of English Foeeie" in ISSO, he is not 
mentioned. 

Henslowe'd list of plays, with the authors' namee 
atlAched, as [edited by Mr CuUier], begins [in Feb- 
y 159 1-J ;] and there the first mention of Chettle 
is in February 1G67~8 : between thai date and Marcli 
Hm-3, a period of Utile more than live years, he 
wrote, or assiated in writing, all the dmmatio per- 
formances with which his name is associated ; ft fuel 
of itself sufficient to show, if Uenslowe be acctirate, 
that in many of them his share must have been very 
inCMisiderable, perhaps only amounting to a few altem- 
They are the following, exclusive of those pieces 
already enumerated,* in which he vaa concerned with 
Monday : — 

1. The Valiant Welchman, by Michael Drayton and 
Henry Chettle, February 1697-3, Printed in 1615.> 



' latrodocUon to " Downtall of Kabert Earl of Huntios- 
lon."pp. 101, 102, 
' With the letlcts K. A. on the title-page. {But lurelj it 
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2. Earl Goodwin and his Three Sons, Part I.» by 
Michael Drayton, Henry Chettle, Thomas Dekker, and 
Robert Wilson, March 1598. Not printed. 

3. Earl Goodwin, Part II., by the same anthois, 
and under the same date in Henslowe's papers. Not 
printed. 

4. Piers of Exton, by the same authors, same date. 
Not printed. 

5. Black Batman of the North, Part I., by Henr}- 
Chettle, April 1598. Not printed. 

6. Black Batman of the North, Part II., by Henry 
Chettle and Robert Wilson. Some date. Not printed. 

7. The Play of a Woman, by Henry Chettle, July 
159a Not printed,* 

8. The Conquest of Brute with the first finding of 
the Bath, by John Day, Henry Chettle, and John 
Singer. Same date. Not printed^ 

9. Hot Anger soon Cold, by Henry Porter, Henry 
Chettle, and Ben Jonson, August 1598. Not printecL 

10. Catiline's Conspiracy, by Robert Wilson and 
Henry Chettle. Same date. Not printed. 

11. 'Tis no Deceit to Deceive the Deceiver, by Henry 
Chettle, September 1598. Not printed. 

12. jfincos' Revenge, with the Tragedy of Polyphe- 
mus, by Henry Chettle, February 1598-9. Not printed. 

13. Agamemnon, by Henry' Chettle and Thomas 
Dekker, June 1599. Not printed. Malone thought that 
this was the same play as ^^Troilus and Cressida'- 
before mentioned. 

14. The Stepmother's Tragedy, by Henry Chettle, 
August 1599. Not printed. 

is very doubtful whether the play printed in 1615 (and 
again in 1663) is the same as that mentioned by Henslowe.J 
^ [Unless it he the drama printed in 1604 under the 
title of the " Wit of a Woman."] 
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16. pHtienl Qrigsel, by Tliomas Dekket, Henry 
L'bctlle, aail William Haughton, December 1099. 
Printed in 1603. 

16. Tbe Aicadiaa Virgin, by Henry Cbettle and 
WillJBiii Haughten. Some date. Not printed. 

17. Damon and Pithias, by Henry Cbettle, January 
18Q9-I600. Not printed.' 

18. The Seven Wise Masters, by Henry Cbettle, 
Tlionias Dekker, William Hanghton, and Jolin Day, 
March 151KH600. Not printed. 

19. Tbe Golden Asa and Qipid and Psyche, by 
Thomna DekkoT, John Day, wid Henry Cbettle, April 
1600. Not printed. 

2t\ The Wooing of Death, by Heniy Cheltle. Same 
date. Not printeil. 

21. The Blind Beggar of Bcthnal Gieen, by Henry 
Cbettle and John Day. Same date. Printed in 16S9. 

i2. All is not Gold that Glisters, by Samuel Bowley 
imd Henry Chettle, March lOflO. Not printed. 

23, Sebastian, King of Portugal, by Henry Chettle 
iind Thomas Dekker, April I60I. Not printed. 

24. Cardinal Wolsey, Part I,, by Henry ChelUe, 
August ISOl. Not printed, 

as. Cardinal Wobey, Part IL, by Henry Chettle, 
May 1602. Not printed. 

26. Tlie Orphan's Tragedy, by Henry ChetUe, Sep- 
tember 1601. Not printed. 

2T. Too Good to be True, by Henry Cheltle, Richnnl 
Hathwaye, and Wentworth Smith, November 1601. 
Not printed. 

38. Love Parts Friendship, by Henry Chettle and 
Wentworth Smith, &lay 160S. Not printed. 

' [Poiaibly a revinl, with alterations, of Edirirdca' 

pi.j.] 
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2!t. Tobj-as, Ijy Hsnry Chettl«. Same date. Nut 

30. Jeptfaa, hy Hcnrj Chettle. Same date. Not 
prmtad. 

31. A Danish Tragedy, by Henry Chettle. Sanm 
■latt. Not printed. 

32. Femelanco, by Henry Chettle and Eobiii- 

Kon, September 1602. Not printed. 

33. Lady Jane, Part I., by Henry Chettle, Thomiti 
Dekker, Thomas Haywood, Wentworth Smith, and 
John Webster, November 1602. Not printed. 

34. Lady Jane, Part II., by the eiaae authora, Smilli 
excepted. Same date. Not printed. 

35. The London Florentine, Part I., by Thomaii 
Heywood and Henry Cliettle, December 1602. Not 
printed. 

3f(. The London Florentine, Part II., I.y Ibe same 
authors. Same date. Not printed. 

37. The Tragedy of Hoffman, by Henry Cliettlu. 
Same date. Printed in 1631. 

38. Jane Shore, by Henry Chettle and John Day, 
March 1602-A Notprint&l. 

Among the scattered notices in HenaloWs papers i« 
an entry, dated September 3d, 1699, of 40s. advanced to 
Chettle, Jonson, Dekker, "and other gentlemen," ou 
iiceount of a tragedy they were engaged npon,, calletl 
" Bol>ert the Second, Kiug of Soots." 

The interest of the "second port" of "Robert Earl of 
Huntington," on the whole, is atronger than that of the 
first part, and some powerful, though not always taste- 
ful, writing gires effect to the situations. The death of 
Robin Hood takes place as early as the end of the firat 
act, and attention is afterwards directed to tlie two, 
otherwise unconnected, plots of the fate of l^dy Brucn 
unil her little son, and of tlie love of King John for 
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Matilda. Robert Davenport's Tragedy of " King John 
and Matilda," printed in 1655, goes precisely over th« 
same ground, and with many decided marks of imita- 
tion, especially in the conduct of the story. Daven- 
port's production is inferior in most respects to th« 
earlier work of Chettle and Munday. 



DRAMATIS PEBSON-fi.' 

KraO RiCBABD THB FIB8T. 

Prince John, afterwardi King, 
BovEBT, Earl of HunHngton, 
Little John, 
scathlock. 

SCABLET. 

Friar Tuck. 
Much, thf Clown. 
Bishop of £lt. 

CHE8TEB. 

Salisburt. 
Leicester. 

KlCHMOND. 
FiTZWATEB. 

Young Fitzwater. 

Winchester. 

Bruce. 

Young Bruce. 

Boy, 8on of Lady Bruce. 

Oxford. 

Hubert. 

MOWBRAT. 

Bonville. 

Prior of York. 

Justice Warman. 

Sir Doncaster. * 

Monk of Bury. 

Will Brand. 

Maakei'S, MessengerSf Soldiers, tt-r. 

Queen Mother. 

Queen. 

Matilda. 

Lady Bruce. 

Abbess of Dunmow. 



1 There is no list of characters prefixed to the old 4«'. 
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ACT L, SCENE 1. 
Enter Friar TccK.' 

Friab. Holla, holla, holla I follow, follow, follow ! 
[Like naise mtkin. 
Now, beneilieite 1 
AV'Iiat foul absiinlitj'. 
Folly and foolery 
Had like to follow me 1 
I and my mates. 
Like addle-pates, 
Inviting groat states 
To see our last play, 
Are hunting the hay. 
With " Ho I that way 
The goodly hart ran," 
With " Follow, Little John ! 
Much, play the man ! " 
And I, like a sot. 
Have wholly forgot 
The course of our plot 

' ■.(., Skillon, who is supposed br ibe sutbar 1« have icled 
the part of Friar Tuck, anil who. irbea firat he comes on Uie 
bUge, is witbout but soim and bo«d. 
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But, cross-bow, lie down, 

Come on, friar's gown, 

Hood, cover my crown. 

And with a low beck 

Prevent a sharp check 
Blithe sit ye all, and wink at our rude cry : 
JVlind, where we left in Sherwood merrily 
The king, his train Bobin, his yeomen tall, 
Gone to the wood to see the fat deer fall 
We left maid Marian busy in the bower, 
And pretty Jenny looking every hour 
For their returning from the hunting-game, 
And therefore seek to set each thing in frame. 
Warman all woful for his sin we left : 
Sir Doncaster, whose villanies and theft 
You never heard of, but too soon ye shall. 
Housed 1 with the Prior, shame them both befall ! 
They two will make our mirth be short and small. 
But lest I bring ye sorrow ere the time. 
Pardon I beg of your well-judging eyne. 
And take in part bad prologue and rude play. 
The hunters halloo ! Tuck must needs away. 

Therefore down, weed ; 

Bow, do the deed 

To make the stag bleed ; 

And if my hand speed. 

Hey for a cry. 

With a throat strain'd high, 

And a loud yall 

At the beast's fall. [Exit, Halloo vnUtin. 

Enter KiNG, Ely, FiTZWATER, SALISBURY, CHES- 
TER, Prince John, LmLE John, Scathlock. 

King. Where is our mother % * 

1 [Old copy, Hurt. The two arc inside plotting together. 
See infra,] 
« [The Queen Mother.] 
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John. MQunted ia a stand : 
Six faliow deer have ilied by her band. 

FiTZ. Three' staga I alew. 

Ely. Two bucks by ue fell down. 

Ch£S. As many died by lue. 

Sal. But I ha4 three. 

John. St-atiiloek, where's Much 1 

ScATB. Whun laat I saw him, may it please 
your graet?, 
He and the Friar footed it apiice. 

John. Scatldock, nq grace — your fellow and 
plain John. 

Lit. John. I warrant you, Much will be here 
anon. 

John. Tbink'st thou, Little John, that he must 
Jenny wed J 

Lit. John. No doubt he must 

John. Then to adorn his head, 
We Bhall have horua good store. 

King. God, for thy grace. 
How could I mies the stag I had in (.-base ! 
Twice did I hit him in tlie very neck, 
When back my arrows flew, ae they hail smit 
On some sure armour. Wliero ia Robin Hood 
And the wight i Scarlet 1 Seek them. Little John. 
[l^xit Little John. 
I'll have that EUtg, before I dine to-<lay. 



Much. 0, the Friar, the Friar, the Friar ! 
King. Why, how now. Much? 



' Wiffht mcjins aclirr, or (aoni«tim«1 cUt^r. It ma; W 
m>tl«r of comectnre vhclher "teliile bo;," "wAttc pocl." 
" leiite villain, &c,, lo ofMa found ia old drunktiiU, have 
nul Itiii origin. 
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Much. Cry ye mercy, Master King : ^ marry, this 
is the matter. Scarlet is following the stag^you 
hit, and has almost lodged him : now^ the friar 
has the best bow but yours in all the field ; which 
and Scarlet had, he would have him straight 

King. Where is thy master 1 

Much. Nay, I cannot tell, nor the Friar neither. 

SCATH. I hear them halloo far off in the wood. 

King. Come, Much, can'st lead us where as 
Scarlet is 1 

Much. Never fear you : follow me, 

[JSxeunt baUooinff. 



SCENE 11. 

Enter SiR DoNCASTER, Prior. 

Don. You were resoly'd to have him poisoned. 
Or kill'd, or made away, you car'd not how : 
WHiat devil makes you doubtful now to do't ? 

Prior. Why, Doncaster, his kindness in our 
needs. 

Don. a plague upon his kindness I let him die. 
I never tempered poison in my life, 
But I employed it. By th' mass, and I lose this. 
For ever look to lose my company. 

Prior. But will you give it liim ] 

Don. That cannot be. 
The queen, Earl Chester, and Earl Salisbury, 
If they once see me, I am a dead man : 
Or did they hear my name, I'll lay my life. 
They all would hunt me for my life. 

Prior. What hast thou done to them 1 



^ It is very obvious that Much begins his answer at "Cry 
ye mercy, Master King," but his name is omitted in the old 
4". 




EARL or HOMTINGTON. 22 

Dos. Ftuth, some odd toys, 
That made me fly the aoutli : but pass we tltem, 
Here is the poison ; will you give it Robin t 

Prior. Now, by this gold, I will. 

Don. Or, as I said, 
For ever I'll defy your company. 

Prior. Well, he shall die, and in his jollity : 
And in my head I have a policy 
To make him die disgrac'd, 

Don. 0, tell it, Prior ! 

Prior. I will, but not as now ; 

[Call the Friar teMi» 
We'll seek a place : the wooda have many ears, 
And some, metliinks, are calling for the Friar.' 

/^ttirr Little John and Scathlock, calUnff (Ac 
Friar, a* bt/orc. 

Lit. Johk. The Friar ! the Friar I 
St'ATH. Why, Where's this Friar 1 

Enter Frias Tuck, 
Friar. Here, sir : what is your desire ) 



EHttr Robin Hood ami Warman.' 

Rob. H. Why, Friar, what a murrain dost tJiou 
meant 
The king calls for thee; for a mighty stag 

I The old copy adti* here Ereant, and a neir gcene is 
DiKrked ; but tbla i> * uiilske, u Hobin Hood jml aftcr- 
irarde contereet willi Ihe Prior, Sir Donctsier, and War- 
niOD, without anj new enliance on tliuir pari. They reiire 
14 the luck of tlie itajj'e. 

* Wamtti IB nut mentioned, but ve find him ^n the 
stage juat afterwarda, and he proUibly enlcri iriih Koliln 
Hood, The cclmncc of Fmr Tuck ia alio oniilleU. 




224 TliE DEATH OF RODERr 

(That liath a copper-ring about his neck 
With letters on it, whicn he would have read) 
Hath Scarlet killed. I praj thee, go thy way. 
Friar. Master, I will : no longer will I stay. 

[Exit Friar Tuck, Little John, 

and SCATHLOCK. 
Rob. H. Grood uncle, be more careful of your 
health, 
And yours. Sir Doncaster ; your wounds are green. 
Both. Through your great kindness we are 

comforted. 
KoB. H. And, Warman, I advise you to more 
mirth. 
Shun solitary walks, keep company : 
Forget your fault ; I have forgiv'n the fault. 
( Jood Warman, be more blithe ; and at this time 
A little help my Marian and her maid. 
Much shall come to you straight : a little now 
We must all strive to do the best we may. 

[Exit winding.^ 

War. On you and her I'll wait until my dying 

day. [Warman m going out; Doncaster 

pulls him, 
Don. Warman, a word. My good Lord Prior 
and I 
Are full of grief to see thy misery. 

War. My misery, Sir Doncaster? why, I thank 
God, 
I never was in better state than now. 

Prior. Why, what a servile slavish mind hast 
thou! 
Ai-t thou a man, and canst be such a beast, 
Ass-like to bear the burthen of thy wrongs ? 
War. What wrong have I? is't wrong to be 
reliev'd 1 



' I.e., Winding his horn. 
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Dost thou not Bee Hobin's ambitious pride. 

And how he climbs hj pitying, and aspires 

By humble looks, good deeds, and such fond toys. 

To be a monarch reigning over us. 

As if we were the vassals to his will I 

War. I am his vassal, and I will be still. 

Prior. Warman, thou art a fool, I do confess. 
Were these good deeds done in sincerity — 
Pity of mine, thine ' or this knight's distrese, 
Without vain brags— it were true charity : 
But to relieve our fainting bodies' wants, 
And grieve our souls with quips and bitter 'liraids, 
Is good turns overtum'd : uo thanks we owe 
To any whatsoever helps us so. 

War. Neither himself nor any that he keeps 
Ever upbraided me, since I came last 

Don, God, have mercy on thee, eilly ass ! 
Doth he not saj' to every guest that comes. 
This same is \Varman, that was once my stowaril 1 

War. And what of that ) 

Prior. Is't not as much to say. 
Why, here he stands that once did mo betr.iy t 

Dun. Did he not bring a troop to grace liimself, 
Like captives waiting on a conqueror's chair, 
And calling of them out by one and one, 
Presented them, like fairings, to the kingl* 

Prior. 0, ay : there was a rare invention. 
A plague upon the fool ! 
1 hate him worse for that than all the rest. 

War. Why should you hate him t why should 
you— or you — 
Envy this noble lord thus, as you do t 

Don. Nay rather, why dost thou not join in haU? 
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With U8, that lately liv*!!, like us, in wealthy- 
state 1 
Eemember this, remember, foolish man, 
How thon hast been the Shrieve of Nottingham. 

Prior. Cry to thy thoughts, let this thought 
never cease — 
" I hare been justice of my sovereign's peace, 
Lord of fair livings ; men with cap and knee 
lu liveries waited hourly on me." 

Don. And when thou think'st thou hast been 
such and such. 
Think then what 'tis to be a mate to Much 1 
To nm when Kobin bids, come at liis call, 
Be Mistress Marian's man. 

Prior. Nay, think withal 

"War. What shall I think, but think upon my 
need, 
When men fed doga, and me they would not feed ) 
When I despair'd through want, and sought tu 

die. 
My piteous master, of his charity, 
Forgave my fault, reliev'd and saved me. 
Tliis do I think upon ; and you should think 
(If you had hope of soul's salvation) — 
First, Prior, tb^t ha is of thy flesh and blood, 
That thou art uncle unto Kobin Hood ; 
That by extortion thou didst get his lands — 
God and I know how it came to thy hands : 
How thou pursued'st him in his misery. 
And how heaven plagued thy heart's ejrtremity. 
Think, Doncaster, when, hired by this Prior, 
Thou cam'st to take my master with the Friar, 
And wert thyself ta'en ; how he set thee free. 
Gave thee an hundred pound to comfort thee. 
And both bethink ye, bow but yesterday 
Wounded and naked in the field you lay ; 
How with his own hand he did raise your heads, 
Pour'd balm into your wounds, your bodies fed, 
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Watch'd when ye slept, wept when he saw your 
Don. Stay, Wannan, stay ! I grant that he did 

And you, tum'd honest, have forsworn the villain I 
War, Even from my soul I villany defy. 
Prior. A blessed hour ; a fit time now to die. 
Don. And you shall, conscience. 

[StcdM him, Waeman /o«i. 
War. 0, forgive me, God, 

And save my master from their bloody hands ! 
pRroR. What, hast thou made him sure 1 
Don. It's dead-sure he is dead, if that be sure t 
Prior. Then let us thrust the dagger in his 
hand, 

And when the next comes, cry he kill'd himself. 
Don. That must be now : yonder comes Robin 
Hood. 

No life in him ) 
Prior, No, no, not any life. 

Three mortal wounds have let in piercing air. 

And at their gaps his life is clean let out. 

Enter RoBlN HoOD. 

Rob. H. Who is it, uncle, that you so bemoan I 

Prior. Warman, good nephew, whom Sir 
Doncast«r and I 
Found freshly bleeding, as he now doth lie. 
Yon were scarce gone, when he did stab himself. 

Rob. H. God ! 
He in his own hand holds his own heart's hurt : 
I dreaded, too, much his distressed look. 
Belike the ivretch despair'd, and slew himself. 

Don. Nay, that's most sure: yet he had Utile 

Considering how well yon used him. 
Roa H. Well, I am sony, but most not be sad, 



228 THE DEAIH OF ROBERT 

Because the king is cotniog to my bower. 
Help me, I pray theo, to remove liis body. 
Lest he should come and see him murdered. 
Some time anon he shall be buried. 

[Exeunt KoBiN HooD and Sir Doncastek 
with the 6orfy.' 
Prior. Good ! all is good ! this is as I desire : 
Xow for a face of pure hypocrisy. 
Sweet murder, clothe thee in religious weeds, 
Keign in my bosom, that with help of thee 
I may effect this Bobin's tragedy. 

EiUrr Robin Hood and Sir Doncasteb. 

Don. Nay, nay, you must not take this thing so 
heavily. 

Rob. H. a body's loss. Sir Doncast«r, is nmcli ; 
But a soul's too is more to be bemoan'd. 

Prior, Truly I wouder at your virtuous mind. 
God, to one so kind who'd be unkind ! 
Let go tliia grief r now roust you pot on joy, 
Aud for the many favours I have found, 
So much exceeding all conceit of mine. 
Unto your cheer I'll add a precious drink, 
Of colour rich and red, sent me from Rome, 
There's in it moly," Syrian balsamum. 
Gold's rich elixir ; 0, 'tia precious I 

Rob. H. Where is it, uncle 1 



1 The i" merel; reads tzil. 









Ln thil J(.;y] 



— Milton's "Comus." 

Tliera are sevenul kinds of moiy, and one ot Ihem dUlin- 
)cul«hed among horticuUuriBla na Homer's moiy. Sir T. 
IJrown thus quiintly renders two lioes in the " OdyMCy " 
relsling to it— 

- Th< gmji ii Moiy ail whme no* to dig iwbj- 
It duiccniiu uDio DUD, bul godi tbiy all Iblogi mij.* 
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Prior Aa yesterday 
Sir Doncaster and I rid on our way, 
Thieves did beset ub, bound us, as you saw. 
And among other tMngs did take from me 
This rich confection : but regardlessly, 
As common drink, they cast into a busli 
The bottle, which this day Sir Doncaster 
J'etcU'd, and hath left it in the inner lodging. 
I tell you, nephew (I do love you well). 
A [lint of this ransom'd the Sophy's sou 
WLen be was taken in Natolia. . 
I meant, indeed, to give it my liege lord. 
In hope to have hia favour ; but to you 
I |)ut myself : be my good friend, 
And, in your own restoring me restore. 

KoB. H. Uucle, 1 will ; yon need urge that no 
more. 
But what's the virtue of this precious drink 1 

Prior. It keeps fresh youth, restores diseased 
sight, 
Helps nature's weakness, smooths the scars of 

wounds. 
And cools the entrails with a balmy breath, 
When they, by thirst or travail, boil with heat. 

Rob. H. Uncle, I thank you : pray yon, let nie 
have 
A cup prepareii 'gainst the king conies in, 
To tool his heat ; myself will give it him. 

Prior And when he drinl^, be bold to say, he 
drinks 
A richer draught than that dissolved pearl, 
Wliich Cleopatra drank to Antony. 

Roa H. I have much business: let it be your 
charge 
To make this rich draught ready for the king, 
An<l I will quit it ; pray ye, do not fail. [Exit. 

Prior. I warrant you, good nephew. 

Don. Better and better still ! 
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We thought before but to have polsou'd him, 
And now shall Eobin Hood destroy the king. 
£veB when the king, the queen, the prince, the 

lords, 
Joy in hia virtuea, this supposed vice 
Will turn to sharp bate their exceeding love. 

Prior. Ha, ha, ha ! I cannot choose but laugh, 
To see my cousin cozen'd in this sort. 
Fail him, quoth you ; nay, bang me if I do. 
But, Loncaster, art sure the poisons are well-tnix'dl 

Don. Tut, tuti ! let me alone for the poisoning : 
I have ab-eady turn'd o'er four or five. 
That anger'd ' me. But tell me, Prior, 
"Wherefore so deadly dost thou hate thy cousin '{ 

Prior. Shall I be plain 1 because, if he were 

I should be made the Earl of Huntington. 

Don. a pretty cause; but thou a churchman 
art. 

Prior. Tut, man, if that would fall, 
ril have a dispensation, aud turn temporal. 
But tell me, Doncaster, why dost thou hate him ? 

Don. By the mass, I cannot tell, yes, uow I 
ha't: 
I hate thy cousin Earl of Huntington, 
Because so many love him as there do, 
And I myself am loved of so few. 
Nay, I have other reasons for my hate : 
He is a fool, and will be leconcil'd 
To any foe he hath : he is too mild. 
Too honest for this world, fitter for heaven. 
He will not kill these greedy cormorants. 
Nor strip base peasants of tie wealth they have ! 
He does abuse a tUiePs name and an outlaw's. 
And is, indeed, no outlaw nor no thief: 
He is unworthy of such reverend names. 

' [Diipleued.] 
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Besides, he keeps a paltry wliimling ^ girl, 

And will not bed, forsooth, before fie brido, 

I'll stand to't, he abuses maideahead ; 

That will not Uke it, being offered, 

Hinders the common wealtn of able men. 

Another thing I hate him for again : 

He Bays liia prayers, fasts oves, gives alms, does 

For these and such like crimes ewears Doucaster 
To work the speedy death of Kobin Hood. 

Peior. Well-said, i' faith. Hark, hark! the 
king returns ; 
To do this deed my heart like fuel burns. [Exeunt. 

Wind harm. Enter King, Queen, John, Fitz- 
WATER, Ely, Chester, Salisbury, Leices- 
ter, Little John, Friar Tuck, Scarlet, 

Scathlock, and MUCH ; FbLAR Tuck carrif- 
ing a itag't }iead, dancing. 

King. Gramercy, Priar, for thy glee, 
Thou greatly liast contented me : 
What with thy sporting and thy game, 
I swear, I highly pleased nm. 

Friar. It was my master's whole desire 
That maiden, yeoman, swain, and friar. 
Their arts and wit« should all apply 
For pleasure of your majesty. 

QltEEN. Son Richard, look, I jiray you, ou the 
ring, 
That was about the neck of the lost eta^. 

CHE.S. Was his name Scarlet, that Gnot off his 
neckl 

JoHS, Chester, it was this honest fellow Scarlet : 

> [Old GOP.T. tfhimiKng. See HaUiwell. v. ITAtWdi. Then 
is also mndilting ; but tbe word is epe of Ibose ternu cf 
couUmpt lued bj eulj Kiitere ntbtr IookI;.] 
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This is the fellow, and a yeoman bold 
As ever cours'd the swift hart on the mould. 
King. Friar, liere'a somewhat 'graved upon the 

I pray thee read it : meanwhile, list to me. 

[Thit tohiU mo»t eompatsing the Friar about 
the rinif. 
Scarlet and Stathlock, you bold brethren, 
Twelvepeni* a day I give each for his fee ; 
And henceforth see ye live like honest men. 
Bora We will, my liege, else let us die the 

death- 
MucH. A boon, a boon, upon my knee. 
Good King Eichard, I beg of thee ! 
For indeed, sir, the troth is. Much is my father. 
and he is one of your tenants, in King's Mill at 
Wakefield, all on a green : — 

there dwelleth a jolly pinder, 
At Wakefield, aU on a green.' 
Now I would have you, if you will do so much 
for me, to set me forward in the way of marriage 
to Jctuiy : the mill woiUd not be cast away upon us. 
King. Much, be thou ever master of that mill : 
I mve it thee for thine inheritance. 

Muon, Thanks, precious prince of courtesy, 
I'll to Jenny, and tell lier of my lands, i' faith. 

[Exit. 
John. Here, Friar, here ; here it begins. 
Frur (rea.li). " ^Vhen Harold Harefoot reigned 
king, 
About my neck he put this ring." 
King. In Harold's time ) more than a hundred 
year 

' Theae two linei era taken, with a iligbt change, from 
the bkllad of " The Jolly Pinder of Wikefield." S«e Kit- 
Mn'i '• BoWn Hood," ii. 18— 
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Math this ring been about this new-slain deer ! 
1 Am sorry now it died ; but let the same 
Head, ring and all, be sent to Nottingham, 
And in the castle kept for monument.' 

FiTZ. My liege, I heard an old tale long ago, 
Tliat Harold, being Godwin's son of Kent,' 
When he had got Talr England's government, 
Hunt«d for pleasure once within this wood, 
And singled out a fair and stately stag, 
Which foot to foot the king in running caught : 
And sure this was the stag. 

Kino. It was, no doubt. 

CHE.S. But some, my lord, affirm 
That Julius Csesar, many years before, 
Took such a stag, and such a poesy writ. 

Kjno. It should not be in tlulius Cnsar's time. 
There was no English usod in this land 
Until the Saxons came ; and this is writ 
In Saxon characters. 

John. Well, 'twas a goodly beast. 

L'nler KOBIN HoOD. 

King. How now, Earl Robert ? 

Friar. A forfeit, a forfeit, my liege loitl I 
My master's laws are on record I 
The court-roll here your grace may see. 

King. I pray thee. Friar, read it mc* 

Friar. Ono shall suffice, and this is he. 
No man, that cometh in this wood 
To feast or dwell with Robin Hood, 
Shall call him earl, lord, knight, or squire : 



' fOld copy, auinvmenli.) 

' Itit«on I" Notes ind llluBlr&tiani to Robin Bood," 
63) obMrvM correcllv that Pitiwiler confouniU one mi 
wilh another, and Ibat Harold Uarcfoot wu the Eon ai 
suweuor of Catinte tLe Greil. 

' [oid copy, (A«H.J 
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He no such titles doth desire, 

But Eobin Hood, plain Robin Hood, 

That honest yeomen atoub and good, 
On pain of forfeiting a mark, 
That must be paid to me his clerk. 
My liege, my liege, this Uiw you broke. 
Almost in tho last word you spoke : 
That crime may not acquitted be, 
Till Friar Tuck receive his fee. 

Kino. There's more than twenty marks, ma4l 
Friar. [Ca3U him ptirtr. 

Friar. If thus you pay the clerk his hire. 
Oft may you forfeit, I desire. 
You are a [lerfect penitent, 
And well you do your wrong repent : 
For this your highness' liberal gift 
I here absolve you without shrift. 

Kino. Gramerties, Friar. Now, Robin Hond, 
Sith Bobin Hood it needs must be, 
I was about to ask before, 
If thou didat see the great stag's fall, 

RoR H, I did, my lord, I saw it all ; 
But missing this same prating friar, 
And hearing you so much desire 
To have the losel's company, 
I went to seek Small-Honesty. 

Friar. But you found Much, when you found 
me. 

EoB. H. Ay, Much my man ; but not a jot 
Of honesty in thee, God wot. 

Queen. Robin, you do abuse the Friar. 

Friar. Ma<lam, I dare not call h'"" liar: 
He may be bold with me, he knows. 
How now. Prince John, how goes, how goea 
This woodman's life with you to-day 1 
My fellow Woodnet you would be. 

John. I am thy fellow, thou dost see ; 
And to be plain, as God me save, 
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So well I like tbee, merry knave, 
That I thy compauy must liave : 
N^, and I will 

Friajc Nay, and you sliull. 

Bob, H. My lord, you uued not fear at all. 
But you shall have his company : 
He will be bold, I warrant you, 

KiXG. Know you, where-e'er a spring is nigh 1 
Fain would I drink, I am right dry. 

Bob. H. I have a drink within my bower 
Of pleasant taste tuid Bovereign power : 
My reverend uncle gives it me, 
To give unto your majesty. 

King. { would be loth, indeed, being in heat 
To drink cold water. Let ua to thy bower- 

BOB, H. Bun, i'riar, before, 
And bid my uncle be in readiness. 

Friar. Gone in a trice' on auch good businesB. 
[Exeunt omna. 



SCENE III.* 

EtUer Marian, aith a tahile apron. 

Mar, Wliat, Much ! "What, Jenny ! Much, 

I say t 
Much, What's the matter, mistress t 
Mar. I pray thee, see the fiieller 

• •* /n a trice" u tha mat\ MprcMion. Se« * TMiety o( 
inBlances coUectcd by Kir Todd In IiU Dictionary, but none 
of them hnveit "leUh ■ trice," ■■ in tliis place. The aid 
i-opy prinU the ordinary ibbreTiilion for vich, irhich may 
hiire been ini«ni«d by the printer. [ H'ilA ie no doobt wrong, 
■od Ilka been ■ll«red.] 

' The aceneH are marked, Ihoogh incorreotlj. in the old 
copy tbiu far : bat the rest of tbe play ia only divided l>y 
'' ~ a of the chuaotera. 
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Suffer the cook to want no wood. 
Good Lord, where is this idle girl ] 
Why, Jenny ! 

Jenny {within). I come, forsooth. 

Mar. I pray thee, bring the flowers forth. 

Much. I'll go send her, mistreBs, and help the 
cooks, if they have any need. 

Mar. Despatch, good Much. What, Jen, I 

Enter Jennt. 

Much. Hie ye, hie ye ! she calls for Kfe. 

[Ejnt Much. 

Mar. Indeed, indeed, you do me wrong. 
To let me cry, and call so loDg. 

Jrn. Forsooth, I straw'd ' the dining bowers, 
And smooth'd the walks with herbs and flowers. 
The yeomen's tables I have spread, 
Dress'd salts, laid trenchers, set on bread. 
Kay, all is well, I warrant yon. 

JIab. You are not well. I pn>raiBO you, 
Your "foresleevea are not pinn'd; fie, fie ! 
And all your head-gear stands awry. 
Give me the flowers. Go in, for shame. 
And quickly see yon mend the same. 

[Exii Jenny. 

Enter Sir Doncaster, Prior. JLuiian tlremn') 
flowers. 

Don. How busy Mistress Marian is ! 

She thinks this is her day of bliss. 

I Jenny, a countiy wench, uaeti the old word tii-avfd; bat 
when the aatlior epeaka afterwarda in the stage direction, be 
deaerihea Marian ae "irrnciny Bowera." Shakcapeare baa 
o' tr-iira-ard in " Ye hub and Adonis," perhaps for tbes«keof 
the rbjmn. 
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Pbiub. But it shall be the wofull'at day 
That ever chanc'd her, if I may. 

Mar. Why are you two thus in the air 1 
Your wounds are greea. Good coz, have care. 

Prior. Thanks for your kindness, gentle maid : 
My cousin Robert us hath prayed 
To help him in his business. 

EiiUr Frur. 

Fruk. Sir Doncaster, Sir Doncaster I 

Don. Holla! 

Friar I pray you, did you see the Priori 

Prior. Why, here I am. What wouldst thou, 

Friar 1 
Friar. The king ia heated in the chase, 
And posteth hitherward apace. 
He told my master he was dry, 
And he desires ye presently 
To send the drink whereof ye spake. 

Prior. Come, it is here : haste let us make. 
[i'jteuiu Doncaster, Prior, aad Friau, 
IJoms blow. 



KiUer King, Queen, John, Scarlet, Scathlock, 
Ely, Fitzwater, Salisbury, Chester. 
MaRLAN knetlt down. 

Mar. Moat gracious sovereign, welcome once 
again: 
Welcome to you and ail your princtily train. 
Kl.NG. Thanks, lovely hostess ; we are homely 
guests. 
Where's Robin Hood I he promis'd me some drink. 
Mar. Your handmaid, Robin, will not then be 
long L 
The Friar, indeed, came running to his uncle, 
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Who, with Sir Doncaster, were here with me, 
And all tojrether went for such a drink. 

King. Well, in a better time it tould not come. 
For I am very hot and passing dry. 

Enter RoBIN HooD, wUh a cup, a towel, leading 
Doncaster ; Tvcs. and'Hucw. ■pulling the VaiOR. 

KOB. H. Traitor ! I'll draw thee out before the 

Fbiar, Gome, murderous Prior. 
' Much, Come, ye dog'a face. 
King. Why, how now, Bobini Where's the 

drink you bring 1 
Rob, H. Lay hold on these ! 
Far be it I should bring your m^eaty 
The drink these two prepared for your taste. 
King. Wliy, Robin Hood 1 be brief and answer 
me. 
I am amazed at thy troubled looks. 

RoR H. Long will not my ill-looks amaze your 
grace ; 
I shortly look never to look again. 
Mar. Kever to look ! What, will it still be 
night) 
If thou look never, day ran never be. 
What ails my Robin) Wherefore dost thou faint ) 
Rob. H, Because I cannot stand : yet now I can. 
[King and Makian tupporthim. 
Thanks to my king, and thanks to Marian. 

Kikg. Robin, be brief, and tell us what hath 

chanc'd. 
Rob. H. I must be brief, for I am sure of death, 
Before a long tale can be half-way told. 

FiTZ. Of death, my son I bright sun of alt my joy ! 
Death cannot have the power of ' virtaous lift. 

' [i-e.. Over.] 



I 
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EOB. H. Not o'or ' the virtues, but the life it can. 

King. What, dost thou epeak of deaths how 
shoiildet thou diel 

KoB. IL By poison aud the Prior's treacliery. 

Queen. Why, take this sovereign powder at 
my hands : 
Take it, and live in spite of poison's power. 

Don. Ay, set him forward. Powders, quoth 
ye 1 hah ! 
I am a fool, then, if a little dust, 
The shaving of a horn, a Bezoar stone,- 
Or any antidote have power to stay 
The execution of my heart's resolve. 
Tut, tut ! you labour, lovely queen, in vain. 
And on a thankless groom your toil bestow. 
Sow hath your foe reveng'd yon of your foe : 
Kobin shall die, if all the world said no.' 

Mar. How the wolf howls ! Fly, like a tender 
kid, 
Into thy shepherd's bosom. Shield me, love ! 
Canst thou not, Robin 1 Where shall I be hid I 
O God ! these ravens will seize upon thy dove. 

KoB. H, They cannot hurt thee ; pray thee, do 
not fear : 
Base eurs will conch, the lion being near. 

'lOldwpT.o/] 

' Formerly coniidered an antidote for poison. Sir 
Thom.iB Broirn wii not prepared to contradict it : he 
saj-i, tbaC " Lapis Laauli halh in it a pargative faculty, *r« 
koDH : that Btzaat ii aniiAotal, Lapia Jadaicus dinretical, 
Corel anlipilepWoal, W8 »I11 not deny," — " Vulgar Errora," 
edit lass, p. 104. He alao {p. 20S) calls it tba Baoar 
HUt, " (or, being brolcen, it diBcorereth a kernel nf a legu- 
minoDi tncll and lait«. hitler, like a lupine, and will swell 
and apront if set in Iho ground." Harta-hora ihaTinga 
were si go considered a presorvatite against poison. 

> [Prom what follouB present!; it maj be inferred that the 
king tetaporaril; relices, although his exit or withdrawal is 
not marked,] 
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QCEEN. How works my powder ) 

KoB. H. Very well, fair queen. 

King. Dost thou feel any ease ) 

Boa H. I shall, I trust, anoii : 
Sleep falls upon mine eyes. 0, 1 must sleep. 
And they that love me, do not waken me, 

SIak. Sleep in my lap, and I will sing to thee. 

John. Ue should not sleep. 

Rob. H. I must, for I must die ; 
While I live, therefore, let me have some rest 

FiTZ. Ay, let him rest : the poison urges sle«|>. 
When ho awakes, there is no hope of life. 

Don. Of life 1 Now, by the little time I have 
to live, 
He cannot live one hour for your lives. 

King. Villain ! what art thou J. 

Don, Why, 1 am a knight. 

Ches. Thou wert indeed. If it bo please your 

1 will describe my knowledge of this wretch. 

King. Do, Chester. 

Ches. This Doncaster, for so the felon hight, 
Was by the king, your father, made a knight, 
And well in arms he did himself behave. 
Many a bitter storm the wind of rage 
Blasted this realm within those woful days, 
When the unnatural fights continued 
Between your kingly father and his sons. 
This cutthroat, knighted in that time of woe, 
Seized on a beauteous nun at Berkhamstead, 
As we were marching toward Winchester, 
After proud Lincoln was compell'd to yield. 
He took this virgin straying in the field — 
For all the nuns and every coveut ^ fled 
The dangers that attended on our troops : 

anttnt .• CoTent-Ouden, theKfoK, i( 
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Fgr those sad times too oft did teBtify, 

War's rage hath no regard to piety — 

She humbly pra/d him, for the love of heaven, 

To guide her to her father's, two miles thence ; 

He Bwore he would, and very well he might, 

for to the camp he was a forager. 

Upon the way they came into a wood, 

AVhereiii, iu brief, he stripp'd this tender maid ; 

Whose lust, when she in vain had long withstood, 

Being by strength and tormeuts overLud, 

He did a sacrilegious deed of rape, 

And left her bathed in her own tears and blood. 

Wien ehe revived, she to her father's got. 

And got her father to make just complaint 

Unto your mother, being then in camp. 

Queen. Is this the villain, Chester, that defil'd 
Sir Eustace Sttitville's chaste and beauteous chihU 

Don. Ay, madam, this is he 
That made a wench dance naked in a wood ; 
And, for she did deny what I desired, 
I scourg'd her for her pride, till her fair skin 
With stripes was checquer'd like a vintner's grate,' 
And what was this I A miglity matter, sure I 
I have a thousand more tlian she defil'd, 
And cut the squeaking throats of some of tliein — 
1 grieve 1 did not hers. 

Queen. Punish him, Richard. 
A fairer virgin never saw the sun ; 
A chaster maid was never awom a uua 

Ring. How 'scaped the villaui puuislunent that 
timet 

FiTZ, I rent his spurs off, and disgraded him. 



1 The gratt of a Tinlner wu no dnuU whil is ofLeu 
termed in old urilerg tliu rtd UtUiee, lettict, or ditquirt, 
[lUDted al the doors of Tintners, ^nd still [iruerved at 
wmost every public- house. See note 34 to "I'he Uieericii 
of Entorcvd Harringe." 
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Ches. And then ho nul'd upon the Queen and 

Being committed, he his keeper slew, 
And to your father fled, who pardon'd liim. 

KiCH. God gire his soul a pardon for that sin. 

Sal. 0, had I heard his name or eeeii his face, 
I had defended Robin from this chance ! 
All, villain I shut tliose gloomy lights of thine. 
Kemember'at thou a little son of mine. 
Whose nurse at Wilton first thou raTishcdst, 
And slew'at two maids that did att«nd on them 1 

Don. I grant I dash'd the brains out of a brat — 
Thine if he were, I care not : had he been 
The first-bom comfort of a royal king, 
And ahould have yall'd, when Doncoater cried 

peace, 
I would have done by him as than I did. 

King. Soon shall the world be rid of such a 
wretch. 
Let liim be hang'd alive in the highway 
That joineth to the tower.' 

Dot). Alive or dead (I reck not how I die), 
You, them, and these I desperately defy. 

Ely. Repent, or never look to be absolv'd ; 
But die accurs'd, as thou deservest well. 

Don. Then give me my desert : curse, one by 

Ely. First I accurse thee ; and If thou persist, 
Unto damnation leave thee, wretched man. 

Don. What do I care for your damnation 1 
Am I not doomed to death ? what more damnation 
Can there ensue your loud and yelling cries 1 

Pbiok. Yes, devil! hearthyfeUow-spiritspeak — 
Who would repent ; 0, fain he would repent ! — 
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After this body's bitter punishment, 
There is an ever-during endless woe, 
A i^uenchleHs fire, an unconsiiming pain. 
Which desperate souls anil bodies must endure. 

Don. Cau you preach this, yet set me on, Sir 
Prior, 
To run into this endless, quenchless fire i 

Prior. High heavens, show raercy to my many 
Ulsl 
Never bad this been done, but like a fiend 
Thou temptedst me with ceaseless devilish 

thoughts. 
Therefore I curse with bitterness of aoul 
The hour wherein I saw thy baleful eyes. 
My eyes I curse for looking on those eyes ! 
My ears I curse for hearkening to thy tongue ! 
I curse thy tongue for tempting of mine ears ! 
Kacli part I curse, that we call thine or mine ; 
Thine for enticing mine, mine following thine ! 

Don. Aholyprayer. What collecthavewenextl 
[Thia time EOBIN rtiV*. 

Frrz. My Marian wantetti words, such is her 

But old Fitzwater, for his girl and him. 
Begs nothing but world's plague for such a foe, 
Which causeless harm'd a virtuous nobleman, 
A pitier of his griefs, when he felt grief. 
Therefore, bethink thee of thy hat«ful deed. 
Thou faithless Prior, and thou this ruthless 
thief. 
Prior. Will no man curse me, giving so much 
cause 1 
Then, Doncaater, ourselves ourselves accuree, 
And let no good betide to thee or me ! 

[All Ike Yfomen, Friar, Much, JEN>ri' cry. 
All. Amen, amen ! accursed may he be 
For murdering Robin, flower of courtesy. 

[BOBIN tils U}>. 
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Rod. H. O, ring not aucIi a peal for Uobin'H 
death ! 
Let sweet forpveness be my passing bell. 
Art thou there, Marian I then Hy forth, my breath ; 
To die within thy arms contents me well. 

PKloa Keep in, keep in a little while thy mal, 
Till I have pour'J. my soul forth at thy feet. 

Bob. H, I slept not, uncle ; I your grief diil 
hear. 
Let him forgire thy soul that bought it dear : 
Your body's deed I in my death forgive, 
And humbly beg the king that you may live. 
Stand to your clergy, uncle ;' save your life. 
And lead a better life than you have done. 

Pkiok. O, gentle nephew ! 0, my brother's son, 
Thou dying glory of old Huntington ! 
Wishest thou life to such a murderous foet 
I will not live, since thou must life forego. 
0, happy Warman I blessed iu thy end ; 
Now too-too lat« thy truth I do commend. 
0, nephew, nephew ! Doncoster and I 
Murder'd poor Warman, for he did deny 
To join with us in tliis black tragedy. 

Rob. H. Alas, poor Warman ! Friar, Little John, 



" eiaod to 7oar clirgj, uncls ; mtc jva lire." 
" Origjnslly tbo law «u hold lIiBt no miiQ iIioulU b« 
ailmitteil to the privilege of ulere7, but such ta b*d the 
i-abilum et timninm eUrioilein. But in praceia of time a 
muehirider and more compreUenBire criLerion wu eiUib- 
Ijihed ; every One tb&t cauld read (a mark of greal learning 
in thoae daj'B of i^ngnnce and her sister superstition) tieiai; 
secaunted a clerk or tltritu; and allolred the benefit of 
rlerkship, though neither initiated in holy orders, nor 
trimmed with the clerical touHure." — lilaekstone's " Com.," 
IV. h. ir. cb. 2S. Wc hare already Been that the king and 
nobles in this piny called in the nid of Friar Tuck lo read 
the inscription on Ibc ■lag's collar, though the king could 
Mceitaln that it vju in Saioa chuactera 
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I told ye both where Warman's body lay, 
And of bis burial I'll dispose anon. 

King. Is there no law, Lord Ely, to con^-ict 
This Prior, that confesses murders thus * 

Ely. He is a. hallow'd man, and must be tried 
And punish'd by the censure of the church. 

Prior. The church therein doth err : God doth 
allow 
No canon to preserve a murderer's life. 
Kichard I King Ricliard ! ia thy grandsire's days 
A law was made, the clergy sworn thereto, 
That whatsoever churchman did commit 
Treason or murder, or false felony, 
Should like a secular be puniahed. 
Treason we did, for sure we did intend 
King Richard's poisoning, sovereign of this land. 
Murder we did, in working Warman's end 
And my dear nephew's by this fatal hand : 
And theft we did, for we have robb'd the king. 
The state, the nobler, commons, and hla men, 
Of a true peer, firm pillar, libend lord. 
ritzwater we have robbed of a kind son, 
And Marian's love-joys we have quite undone. 

Don. "Whoop ! what a. coil is here with your 
confession ! 

Prior. I ask but judgment for my foul trans* 



King. Thy own mouth hath condemn'd tln-e. 
Hence with him ! 
Hang this man dead, then see him buned ; 
But let the other hang alive in chains. 
Dun. I thank yon, sir. 

[SreuKt Ytfyrarii, Friab, Prinonm, Ml"i-H. 
John. Myself will go, my lord. 
And see sharp justitie done upon these slaves. 
Rob, H. 0, go not hence. Prince John ! a irord 
or two. 
Before I die, I fun would say to you. 
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King. Robin, we aee what we are sad to see — 
Death, like a champion, treading down thy life : 
Yet in thy end, somewhat to comfort thee. 
We freely ^ve to thy betrothed wife. 
Beauteous and chaste Matilda, all those landij, 
Fallen by thy folly to the Prior's hands, 
And by his fault now forfeited to me. 
Earl Huntington, she shall thy countess he : 
And thy wight yeomen, they shall wend with me 
A^nat the faithless enemies of Christ. 

EoB. H. Bring forth a bier, and cover it with 

That on my deathbed I may here sit down. 

[A bier i» lirougiU in. Ilf tilt. 
At Robin's burial let no black be seen, 
Let no hand give for him a mourning gown ; 
For in hia death his king hath given him life 
By this large gift, given to hia maiden wife. 
Chaste maid Matilda, countess of account, 
Chase with thj^ bright eyes all these clouds of woe 
From these fair cheeks ; 1 pray thee, sweet, do so : 
Think it is bootless folly to eomphiiu 
For that which never can be had again. 
Queen Elinor, you once were Matilda's foe ; 
Prince John, you long sought her unlawful lovi- : 
Lot dying Robin Hood entreat you both 
To change those passions : madam, turn your hatH 
To princely love : Prince John, convert your lov>- 
To virtuous passion, chaste and moderate. 
0, that your gracious right bands would enfold 
\latiida'e right hand, prison'd in my palm, 
And swear to do what Robin Hood desires ! 

Queen. I swear I will : I will a mother be 
To fair MatUda's life and chastity. 

John. When John solicits chaste Matilda's ears. 
With lawless suits, as he hath often done, 
Or offers to the altars of her eyes 
lascivious poems, stuffd with vanities, 
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He craves to see but abort and sour days : 
His death be like to Robin's he desires ; 
His perjured body prove a poiSon'd prey 
For cowled monks and barefoot begging friars. 

Rob. H. Enough, enough I Fitzwater, take your 
child. 
My dying frost, which no sun's heat can thaw, 
Closes the powers of all my outward parts : 
My freezing blood runs back unto my heart, 
Where it assists death, wliieh it would resist : 
Only my love a tittle hinders death. 
For he beholds her eyes, and cannot smite : 
Then go not yet, MatUdo, stay awhile. 
Friar, make speed, and list my latest will 

Mat. O, let me took for ever in thy eyes. 
And lay my warm breath to thy bloodless lips, 
If my sight can restrain death's tyrannies. 
Or keep life's breath within thy bosom lock'd. 

Rob. H. Away, away 1 
Forbear, my love ; all this is but delay. 

Frrz. Come, maiden daughter, from my maiden 
son. 
And give him leave to do what must be done. 

Rob. H. First, I bequeath my soul to all souls' 
SaVour, 
And will my body to be buried 
At Wakefield, underneath the abbey wall ; 
And in this order make my funeral 
When I am dead, stretch me upon this bier [ 
My beads and primer shall iny pillow be ; 
On this side bo my bow, my good shafts here ; 
Upon my breast the cross, and underneath 
My trusty sword, thus fasten'd in the sheath. 
Let Warman's body at my feet be laid, 
Poor Warraau, that in my defence did die. 
For holy dirges sing me woodmen's songs. 
As ye to Wakefield walk with voices shrill. 
This for myselfl My goods and plat« I give 
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Amniig my yeomen ; them I do bestow 

XJpou my sovereiga Richard. Thia is alL 

My Heffe, fnrewell ! my love, farewell, farewell ! 

Farewell, fair Queen, Prince John, and noble lords 1 

Father Fitzwater, heartily adieu ! 

Adieu, my yeomea tall. Matilda, close mine eyes. 

Friar, farewell ! farewell to all ! 

Mat. 0, must my handa with enviouH death 
conspire 
To shut tne morning gates of my life's light I 

FiTz. It is a duty and thy love's desire ! 
I'll help thee, girl, to close up Robin's sight.' 

Kino. Lamenta are bootless, tears cannot re- 
Lost life, Matilda ; therefore weep no more i 
And sinee our mirth ia turned into moan, 
(lur merry sport to tragic funeral. 
We will prepare our power for Austria, 
After Earl Robert's tuneless burial 
Fall to your wood-songs, therefore, yeomen lx>M. 
And deck his hearse with flowers, that loved ynii 

dear : 
DisjioBe his gooils as he hath them dispos'd. 
Fitzwater and Matilda, bide you here. 
See you the body unto Wakefield borne : 
A little we will Iwar ye company. 
But all of us at London 'point to meet : 
Thither, Fitzwater, bring Earl Robin's men ; 
And, Friar, see you come along with them. 

Fbiae. Ah, my liege lord ! the Friar faints, 
And hath no words to make complaints : 
But since he must forsake thia place, 
He will await, and thanks your grace. 

' This lecount of the death of Robin Rood Tariei from 
»1I the popular narrativM and ballads. The M3. Sloan, 
715, nu. 7. f. 157, agrees with the Uilad in Bil»oD, ii. 1S3. 
that he was treaeherously bled Id dcatli bf the PriorcBB of 
Kirktlej. 



EARL OF HUNTINGTOX. 



HVep, letfp, ye ipooJmen, wail, 
Your haiidi wilii torraw loriiiff ; 
Your maiUr Hobin, Hood liet dead, 
TJitrrfm-e tigh cu you ging. 

Bert lie hit primer and hit beaJi, 
Hit batt bow and kit arroict keen. 
Hit good aword and kit holy a-om : 
Now catl onJf(»eertfret/t and greai ; 

And at they /all, thed (ears and say, 
Wella, wellorday ! wella, wtlla-day : 
Thut cast yejloweri and ting, 
Atulonto Wakefield take your way. 

[Exetinl. 

Friar. Here doth the Friar leave with griev- 
Mice; 
Itobin is dead, that graced his eutraiice, 
And being dead, he craves Ms audience 
With this short play they would have palieucf.' 

SntiT Chester. 

Cher. Nay, Friar, at the request of thj- kind 
friend. 
Let not thy play too soon be at an end. 
Though Robin Hood be dead, his yeoiuen gone, 
And that thou think'st there now remains nut one 
To act another scene or two for thee, 
Yet know full well, to please this company, 
We mean to end Matilda's tragedy. 

' Tbe firet act haa alretil; oecnpled too nueh ip»ce, but 
It ma difficult to divide it : in fsci, a» Friar Tack uys, it ig 
a " ihort pUy," cotnplele in itself. What followB ia an iii- 
dnelioti to tha rett of tho itorjr, the Friar conttnuing on tbc 
HUgc after tlic othcra buve gone out. 
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Fbiaiu Off then, I wish you, with your Kendal 
green; 
Let not sad grief in fresh array be seen, 
Matilda's story is replete with tears, 
Wrongs, desolations, ruins, deadly fears. 
In, and attire ya Though I tired be. 
Yet will I tell my mistress' tragedy, 
Apollo's masterdom ^ I invocate, 
To whom henceforth my deeils I dedicate ; 
That of hia godhead, 'bove all gods diWne, 
"With his rich spirit he would lighten mine : 
That I may sing true lays of trothless deeds, 
Which to conceive my heart through sorrow bleeds, 
Cheer thee, sad soul, and in a lofty line 
Thunder out wrong, composs'd in cloudy tears : 

[Enter in blaek.- 
Show to the eyes, fill the beholders' ears, 
With all the lively acta of lustful rage, 
Eestrain'd by modest tears and chastity's intreals : 
And let King John, that ill-part '^ personage, 
By suits, devices, practices, and threats, 
And when he sees all serveth to do end, 
Of chaste Matilda let him make an end. 

' Tile 4°. reads tboe— 

" Apollo'i oiiuur dame I [BTocUe," 
bill probably we ought to rend — 

" ApoUo'i nwferilDiii I ln*oi*l«,' 
■nd tbe text has beeu altered scuordinglj. Mntltrdom meant 
paaer, rult ; (a inTocale Apollo'a miatuniom i» lUeretore to 
invonitc Apollo's power to taaUt tbo Friar in his uniler- 

■ Eater in hlack is the whole of the stage direction, and 
those who eater are ofierwards designated b; the letters 
CTo. Perhaps the principal performerB anifC attired in 
black, and are mentioned an CVionii. one speaking for the 
rest. Cho. maj, however, bo a misprint tor dialfr, who 
was Bent in to "attire him." 

' [In the new edit, of Nnrei the present passage is cited 
for ill-j'art, wliich is queried to mean iU-canditionaL Per- 
liapa It is equivalent to malaptrl.} 
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CrO. We are all fitted, Friar : shall we begin 1 

Friar. Well art thou suited ; would my ordor 
would 
Permit me habit equal to my heart 1 

Cho. If yoii remember, John did take an oath 
Xever i^ain to seek Matilda's love. 

Friar. 0, what is he, that's sworn affection's 

That will not violate ail laws, all oaths 1 

And, being mighty, what will he omit 

To compass his intents, though ne'er ao ill I^ 

You must suppose King Richard now is dead, 

And John, resistless, is fair England's lord 

Who, striving to forget Matilda's love. 

Takes to his wife the beauteous Isabel, 

Betroth'd to Hugh le Brun, Earl of North-March : ' 

And picking quarrels under show of kin, ' 

Wholly divorces his first queen away. 

But yet Matilda still-stUl troubles him, 

And being in the court, so oft he courts her, 

That by her noble father, old Fitzwater, 

Sha is remov'd from bis lust- tempting eye. 

But tides restrain'd o'erawell their bounds witli 

rage: 
Her absence adds more fuel to his fire. 
In sleep he sees her, and his waking thoughts 
Study by day to compass his desire. 

Cho. Friar, since now you speak of visions. 
It was received by tradition 
From those that were right near unto King John, 
Of three strange visions that to him appear'd ; 
And, as I guess, I told you what they were. 

'{Old copy, (b Brun.] "John m&rried lubel, tlie daughter 
and biiren of Ihe Ejtrl of An^ouleinie, wbo wu Ixfore 
affiknced to Bagh le Drun, Earl of Uarob (a peer of 
great atal« and excellence in Fiance), by Uie conicnl ot 
King Bicbard, in iiboBe coitodj she tben <ra«." — Daniel'B 
" UlsWiy of England." 
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Friar. With them I will begin, Dniw but that 
veil, 
And there King John sits sleeping in his chair. 

[Di-aiB the curtaiii : the kini/ siu glteping, his 
tword by hit aiJt. Enter Auitria, before 
whom comtlh Ambition, and bringing him 
be/ore tlie ehair. King John, t» ilrep 
makeih lignt to avoid, and holdtth hii 
own croien/asl teiih bnlh his lutndl. 
Friar. Ambition, that had ever waited on Kiny 

Now brings him Austria, easy to be ta'en. 
B*;ing wholly tam'd by Kichard'a warlike hand, 
And bide him add that dukedom ta his crown : 
But he puts by Ambition, and contemns 
All other kingdoms but the English crown, 
Wliieh he holds fast, as if he would not loose.' 



[Enter Conitancr, leading Young Arthur: both 
offfr to lake tlie crown; bat vrilh hit foot he 
overturnetk them : to them eomet/t Iniurreetiou, 
led by tin F. K. and L} wj-nacing him, awl 
leadi the child again to t/ie cluiir; btii he only 
layeth hand on hit giBord, and viith hit foot 
overthroteeth the child, vilum they take up a» 
dead,- and, Inturredion flying, they mouit^uUy 
bear in the body. 

Friar. Tlie lady and the child that <lid ascend, 
Striving in vain to take the crown from John. 
Were Constance and her son the Duke of Britain, 
Heir to the elder brother of the king : 
Yet he Bleeps on. and with a little spurn 

' [Old copy, (o»r.] 

' Led hy ike P. K. and L. means, u aflerwanli appon, 
the Frcach kin-j, Rnc! Lord Uugb le Brun, Earl of North 
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The mother and the priace doth overturn. 
Again, when Insurrection them ossiate, 
Stirr'd by the French king and the wronged earl. 
Whose troth-piight wife King John had ta'en to 

wife, 
He only clapa his baud upon his sword, 
Mo<;keth their threateninga, and in their attempts 
The harmless prince receives recurelesa death, 
Whom they too late with bootless tears lament. 

[Enter Qaeen teitk Ueo Children hortte a/ffr her: 
the atcendt, and teeint/ no motion, she fetchtlh 
her children one hif one ; but teeing yet no mo- 
tion, «Ae deecendeth, winging Iter lianJa, ami 
ileparteth. Enter Matilda i» a ntourniiu/ 
' veil, readinu on n boak, at tchoie coming he 
ttartetk, and titteth upright; at the pattetli by, 
hetmilet, andfoldt hit arms <u if he did em- 
braee her: being gone, he ibtrtt suddenly, and 
tpeakt. 

KlNC. Matilda ! stay, Matildtt, do bub apeak ! 
Who's there 1 Entreat Matilda to eome back. 

£nter Bosvillk' 

Bon. Wlio would you have, my lord ) 

King. Why, my Lord Bonville, I would havi- 
Matildo, 
That but even now pass'd by toward the door. 

BoN- I saw her not, my lord. 

King. Uadst thou a lovers eye, 
A gnat, a mote, a shadow thou wouldst spy. 
Come, follow me ; she cannot lie so far, 
But I shall overtake her : uome away ! [£xennt. 



' The CBtnnoe of BaoTitle u emitlad in the 1*. 
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PniAR. The last appearance ehadow'i! the fair 
queen 
And lier two children, at whose sight King John 
Shewed neither sign nor show of passion : 
But when the sun came masketl in a cloud, 
And veiled beauty, join'd with chastity, 
Appeared in Matilda's lovely shape. 
He starts, he clasps, he wakes, he calls, he seeks 
The shadow of that substance he affects. 
To her he sues, but she his suit rejects ; 
To him she sues, but he her suit neglects : 
He sues to be her love ; she doth despise : 
She sues to live a maid, which he denies. 
What follows of this wilful! will and shall, 
This no and nay, this quenchless, bootless fire, 
This cold affection and this hot desire. 
The act itself shall tell ; and the poor friar 
Your partial favours humbly doth require. [E^il. 



ACT U., SCENE 1. 

Sotind trtttnpeii. Enter King, Bonville, Salis- 
BURy, Lords.' 

Kino. Now I pereeive this only was a dream. 
Divine Matilda's angel did appear, 
Deck'd like a vestal reaily for heaven's quire, 
And to this earthly trunk will not come near. 
■Well, let her go : I must, i' faith, I must. 
And 90 I will. Kings' thoughts should bo divine ; 
So are Matilda's, so henceforth shall mine. 

Old Aub. So doing, peace shall wait upon your 
crown, 
And blessing upon blessing shall befall 

old iubrcy do 
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KiNC. It's true, my lord : I know full well 
there ehall. 

Sal. Your people will wax proud of bucIi a kiug, 
That of himself is king, lord of his thoughts ; 
Which by assertion of pliilosophers 
Is held to be the greatest empery. 

Kiso. And they said wisely, noble Aubery. 

Sal. Theu will Fitzwater, with Ms gallaut 
troop, 1 
Agaia keep triumph^ in the Euglish court; 
Then will Matilda 

King. Matilda ! what of her I 

Sal. Like a bright star adorn the lovely train 
Of beauteous ladies wliich attend the queen, 
Whose only beauty equnlleth them all. 

Kino. Like an old fool, whose dim eyes, want- 
ing sight, 
Oompar'st the sun to common candle light 1 

Sal. Pardon, nay liege, I do confess her fair ' 
Exceeds all these as far as day doth night. 

Ring. Grossly alluded : night by moon, by 
stars 
By wandering lires, exhaled meteors. 
By artificial lights, by eyes of beasts, 
And little glow-worras glimpsing in the dark, 

' [Old copy, (roopi.] 

• [Old copj, (riwBpA^.I 

* Lodge wu in the habit of usinR the adjective far the 
»nl»t»ntLie, especially /uic for /aimtu: one eiimple a 



3ee also note to " Tho Wonodg at Ciril W»r" (vol. vil.p, 118), 
ShakuBpeare may be cited in many places b«aidcl tbe 
EoUowiag — 

—Canid) ijsmri, •« il, jc. L 
See SleevcDs'B note on tbe abore piSRssB. 
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H&tli somewhere bcghtnese, lightness ; and sotuc- 

time 
Under each homon in all parts clear : 
But they at no time nowhere can be said 
To be less dark tluui dungeon darkness is : 
?itch-<:olour'il, ebonfac'd, blacker tlian black. 
While her fair eyes give beauty to bright day. 

Sal. To hear the queen thus pmis'd works niy 
content. 

King. Tlie queen ! 
0, had I such a thought, I would repent. 

[To lUauflf, 

Sal. Further, my lord 

King. What, ahall we further wade] 
I fear I shall be tired with thin jade. 

Sal. The commonwealth will flourish and in- 

King. Good Salisbury,' of those things iidw 
hold your peace, 
And take the pains to fetch in IsabcL 
I have strange tidings sent me out of France, 
^Vhich she will take, I know, in as good part. 
As 1 accept her praise. Fetch her, I say. 

[Exit Salisbury. 
What, is the old fool gone 1 now go thy way. 
What ihink'st thou of him, Hubert ! tell me, man. 

Hub. Ab of a good old geutlumon, my lord. 
That speabs but what he thinks, and thinks you 

think 
As he doth ; and, I warrant you. 
Will not conceal those praises from the que«u 
Which, as he deems, you utt«r'd in her praise. 



' The King nlli him in the old copy good Oxford, but 
Oxford ii not prwcnt. nad from wlial folloir* we see tbat 
the t'ommanil wu given to Salisbury. The suae mistake 
in again n&de by Hubert in this scese. 3*lisburj must be 
nd Safjirjr. 
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King. I woiJil have them believe it so, indeed ; 
But I protest 'tis no part of my creed. [ilsife,] 

Hub. I' faith, your grace did Salisbury's years 
great wrong, 
To curtail his good work, that seem'd so long : 
He, pemdventure, would have brought in niur«. 
After his preface, to rich plenty's store. 
Perchance he would have ahow'd Bame Vanity, 
That in your court is suffered hourly ; 
And baile you punish ruffians with long hair. 
New fashions, and such toys. A special care 
Has that good man : he turns the statute-book ; 
About his hall and chambers if you look, 
The moral virtues in fair effigy 
Are lively painted : moral phUosophy 
Has not a sentence, be it great or small. 
But it is punted on his honour's wall. 

EiUer QUEEU and S.4LI8BURV. 

Kiso. Peace, peace ! he comes i now let's b.- 

silent all. 
Sal. I tell you, I was proud of his good words. 
ijUEEM. God hold tliem, Salisbury, for it's often 

A reconciled foe small good affords. 

Sal. 0, forbear 1 trust me. 
I gago my honour he doth hold you dear. 

King. How cheer you, Isabel! The ctirl your 
spouse 
Hath sent defiance to the king your husband, 
And, like a tried tall soldier, tied his holds 
In Marchland, where he knows, despite of him 
And all the men that he therein can raise, 
King John couUI have sent dogs enou' to tear 
Their iU-arm'd bodies piecemeal, ere liia bands 
•Should with base blood have atain'd their noble 
hands. 

VOL VIIL K 
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And whither is this Trorshipful good carl 
(This first love, old love, new love, if yon will) 
Gone, tliinks your ladyship 1 forsooth, good tnitii. 
To Normandy ; and there he stira up coals, 
And urgeth strong aid for confederates 
"Wlio, as he Bays, are treacherously disposed. 

Queen. If he do bo, the greater is Mb sin. 
Poor man. I have no interest in him. 

King. But be hath had in you, as it should 
seem, 
Else would he not make sonnets of your brow, 
Your eye, your lip, your han<l, your thigh. 
A plague upon him ! how came he ao nigh t 
Nay, now you have the curs'd quean's counterfeit : 
Through rage you shake, because you cannot rave. 
But answer me ; why should the bedlam slave 
Entitle a whole poem to your kiss. 
Calling it cherry, ruby, this and this? 
I tell you, I am jealous of your love, 
Which makes me break into this passion. 
Here's the kind noble Aubery de Vere 
Knows what I speak is true. 
My lord, my loM I I do appeal to you, 
Are these things to be borne 1 

Sal. No, by the rood ; 
These love-rhymes are the tokens of small good. 

Hub. "Wliy, my good lord, was never poetry 
OfTer'd unto a lady's patronage t 

Sal. Yes, hut not taken.' 

Hub. Yes, and taken too. 
Though moody* slaves, whose balladising rhymes 
With words nnpolish'd showtlieir brutish thoughts, 
Naming their maukins * in each lustful line. 



' [Aeeepted.] 
• [Old copy, rawfWj.l 
' [A Terjr uniuiial pGraai?, which ae«tii« to 
the MDM of maietitint pauiom or ptoptrtia 
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Let no celestial beauty look awry, 
When well-writ poems, couching liar rich praise, 
Are offer'd to her unstain'd, virtuous eye : 
For poetry's high-spriehted sons will raise 
True beauty to all wish'd eternity. 
Therefore, my lord, your age is much to blame 
To think a taken poem lady's shame. 

Sal. You aee the king, that's better read than 
you. 
And far more wrone'd tlian I, takes it not well 

KlKG. Yes, but fdo i I think not Isabel 
The worse for any writing of Le Brun's.' 

§AL. Will yon ha' the truth, my lord, I think so 
too; 
And though I be an old man, hy my sword, 
My arm shall justify my constant word, 

Qt'EEN. After a long storm in a troublouB sea, 
The pilot is no gladder of a calm. 
Than Isabel to see the vexed looks 
Of her lor'd lord ehang'd into sweet aspects, 

KiN'U. I will not tell thee what a world of foes 
For thy love (dear love) rise against my life, 
Matilda's love, few swords will fight for thee. 

[To himgflj. 
1 will not number up the many woes 
That shall be multiplied : strife nj>on strife 
Will follow ; but to shun ensuing ills, 
I'll take such pledges as shall please me ask 
Of each proud baron dwelling in the realm. 
Bruce, kinsman and the deputy to March, 
Hath a high-minded lady to hia wife, 
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An ab le son for arms, and a less boy, 
That is the comfort of his father's life. 
Madam, I know you love the lady well. 
And of her wealth you may be bold to huild.' 
By sending you four hundred white mileh kine, 
And ten lilce-colour'd bulls to serve that herd ; 
So fair, that every cow did lo ecem, 
And every bull Europa'a rarisher. 
To friend myself with such a subject's truth, 
Thus I command ; you and Earl Salisbury 
Shall, with what speed conveniently ye may, 
Hie ye to Guildford : there the lady lies, 
And her sons too, as I am told hy spies. 
All that she hath, I know, she calleth yours ; 
All that she hath I gladly would call mine. 
If she abuse ye ; if she use ye well, 
For ever be what she retains her own. 
Only go hy, as queens in progress do. 
And send me word how she receiveth you. 

Queen. Well, I avouch, she will, before I go : 
Far be it John should prove Lord Bruce's foe. 
Come, noble Salisbury, I long to be at Guildford. 

Sal. In such a business, madam, so do I. 

KiN'fJ. Go on, good stales:* now Guildford is 
mine own! [^*«i^] 

Hubert. I charge you take an hundred horee, 
And follow unto Guildford castle-gates. 
The queen pretend you come to tend upon, 
Sent carefully from us : when you are in, 
Boldly demand the lady for her sons. 
For pledges of her husband's faith and hers : 

• [i.e., You may connt on her veiiUli aa jonre. We now 
«t; tobuilii on, bill to baiid a/ was formerly not nnuiiuil.] 

* See the notes of Dr Jobn^Dn, Gteerans, and other eoiD- 
mentatcra on tbe words in the "Comedy of Errora," act ii. 
fc. ]— " Poor I am bat hiactale." [See also D^ee'i " Sixtkt. 
spun Qlonuf," 1868, id c] 
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Whom when ye have, upon the castle seize, 
And keep it to our use, until we uome. 
Mitanwliile let rae alone with Hugh your son, 
To work a wonder, if no prodigy ; 
But whatsoe'er, it shall attempted be. 

Hub. Even that which to your majesty 
May seem contentful, thereto I agree. 

King. Go then to Guildford, and a victor he, 

[E^ HUBEHT. 

Mowbray, our raaaque : are you and Chester 
ready? 

Mow, We will before your gmco, I warrant 
you. 

KiNO. How think'st of it, Mowbray ? 

Mow. As on a masque : but for our torch, 
bearers, 
Hell cannot make so mad a crew as I. 

KiSG. Faith, who ia chief 1 

Mow. Will Brand, my lord ; 
But then your grace must curb his cruelty : 
The rein once got, he's apt for villainy. 

King. I know the villam is both rough and grim ; 
But as a tie-dog I will muzzle him. 
I'll bring him up to fawn upon my friend?". 
And worry dead my foes. But to our masquy. 
I mean this night to revel at the feast, 
Where fair Matilda graceth every guest ; 
And if my hidden courtesy she grace. 
Old Baynard's Castle, good Fitz water's place, 
John will make rich with royal England's wealtli : 
But if she do not, not those scatter'd bauds, 
Dropping from Austria and the Holy Land, 
That boast so much of glorious victories. 
Shall stop the inundations of those woes. 
That like a deluge I will bring on them. 
I know the crew is there ; banish all fears : 
If wrong'd, they shall be ours : if welcome, theirs. 
[Extant. 
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BiitT FlTZWATER and hit son : OlD BrUCK ao'f 

Young Bruce, and call forth Matilda,' 

Frrz. Why, how now, votary I still at your 
bookl 
Ever in mourning iveeda ? For shame, for ehamt' ; 
With better eDtertainment cheer our frieads. 
Now, by the bless'd cross, you are much to btamr 
To cross our mirth thus : you are much to blamt;. 
I say. Good lord ! hath never woe enough 
Of welladay 1 Indeed, indeed. 
Some Borrow fits, but this is more than need. 

Mat. Good father, pardon me ; 
You saw I sat the supper and the banquet ; 
You know I cannot dance ; discourse I shun, 
Jiy reason that my wit, but small before. 
Comes far liehind the ripe wits of our age. 

YoDNO B. You'll be too ripe for marriage, 
If you delay by day and day thus long. 
There is the noble AVigmore, Lord of tlie MarcOi 
That lies on Wye, Lng,* and the Severn streams : 
His son is like the sun's giro's Ganj-mede, 
And for your love hath sent a lord to plead. 
His absence I did purpose to excuse, 

Jinter LEICESTER. 
But Leicester is the man for him that sues. 



' The sta^ directioDB are often piTen yeij canfniedlv, 
and {Uhen by themutTei) unintcltigibly, in the old copy, of 
Thich Ihia insUnce may senre u ■ Kpccimen : il lUndi Ibni 
in Ihe I- — " Enter Fiizwatar and hit ton Bruce, anrf call 
Jorth Am daughur," 

* [A feeder of the W;e. Lcwia'a "Book of EoflUb 
HiTen," 1B66. p. 212.] 
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FlTZ. My cou&in Bruce hath been your broker, 
Leicester ; 
At least hath broke the matter to my girl. 

Lei. 0, for a barber at the time of need. 
Or one of these that dresses periwigs. 
To de-ck my grey head with a youthful hair 1 
But I must to't. Matilda, tluia it is ! 
Say, can you love me ) I am Wigmore'e son. 

Mat. My cousin said ho look'd like Ganymede : 
But you, but yon 

Lei. But I, but I, you eay, 
Am rather like old Chriimes in a play ;' 
But thaf s a nice objection : I am he. 
But by attorneyship made deputy. 

Mat. He's never like to speed well all las life, 
That by attorney sues to win a wife : 
But grant you are, whom you seem nothing like, 
Young Wigmore, the heir to tliis noble lord — 
He for bis son hath sent us ne'er a word. 

Old B. If you grant love, when [that] hie smi 
doth woo. 
Then in your jointure hell send, Bay, and do. 

Young B. And for a doer, cousin, take my 
word: 
liook for a good egg, he was a good bird ; 
Cock o' the game, i' faith, [0,] never fear. 

Mat. Ay, but I fear the match wilt fall out ill. 
Because he says his son is named Will 

FlTZ. And why, good daughter! hath somi- 
palmister, 
Some augur, or some dreaming calculator 
(For such, I know, you often hearken to), 



' Alluding most likelj lo llic " Andria" ol Terence, whieli 
bad been tranatatcd [Ibriee] before tbia play «u Mlcd ; the 
finl lime (in 1497, again about IGID, and the third time] 
bj Haurice Ki£n in 15SS. [Tho Earmer two veraioot itiiv 
tnan^'mouk. See Uizlilt'n " Handbook," p, SOS.j 
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Been prating 'gtiinst the name 1 go to, go to ; 
Do not believe them. Leicester, fall to woo. 

Mat. I must believe my fiitlier; and 'tia you 
Tliat, if I ought mioilid, reprov'd me still. 
And chiding said, " You're wedded to your wilL'' 

FiTZ, God, for thy mercy I have ye catch'<l me 
there t 
Wigmore is "William, woman. Leicester, speak : 
Thou art tlie simplest wooer in the world. 

Lei. You have put me out, .ind she hath took 
me ilown ; 
You with your talk, she with her ready tono;iie. 
You told me I should find her mild and still, 
And scarce a word came from her in an hour ; 
Then did I think I should have all the talk, 
Unhinder'd hy your willingness to help, 
Unanswer'd, till I had no more to say ; 
And then 

YoiiNC, B. What, then 1 
She with a courtly court'sy saying Nay ! 

Mat. Your friend's attorney might have gone 
his way 
With as great credit as did that orator 
Which, handling an oration some three honrs, 
III for the matter, worse than bad for phrase, 
Having said dixi, look'd, and found not one 
To praise or dispraise his oration ; 
For, wearied with hia talk, they all were gone. 

FiTZ. Now, by my troth, if any troth I have, 
I am OS merry at l^tatilda's mirth, 
As I was glad to see her first day's hirtb. 
For till this boar, so help me halidom,' 

' Ilolidom or kalidara, according to Minaheu (Diet, lflI7)> 
is "bq old vord used b<r old countty-women, by mnnner of 
Bwwring by my haiidomt ; of the Saxon word haliffdomr, 
tx halig, mnrlvin, and donr, dominium aul judicivm." 
Rhakespesre pal« it iato llie mnath of the Uost to thu 
■ ■ Two QcnClemen of Vctctob," sot ir. u. 2. 
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Since the too timely death of Huntingtou, 
Not a blithe word had passage through her lips. 

Lei. See, what a pleasing humour wooers briu^'. 

YoiTNG B. 0, but ye leave too aoou. 

Lei. Yet she avers 
I stand too long ; shall I choose yours or hers I 

Mat. Eitlier forbear, I pray yc, for a while. 



£iittr Richmond.* 

Welcome, Lord Richmond. 

Rich. What, doth Matilda smile. 
That still like silence solitary sat 1 
Then off with widow's weeds, and teach your feet 
(That have forgot for want of exercise. 
And by the means your sorrow had no mean) 
To tread a measure for a gallant crew 
Of courtly masquers landed at the stairs ; 
Before whom, uneutreatcd, I am come, 
And have prevented, I believe, their page, 
Wlio with his torch is enter'd. 

FiTZ. Richmond, thanks. 

If you have aught to say abtout the masquers. 
Beseech the gentlemen to enter in, 
For they are welcome guests to old Fitzwater. 

[ExU MeMtiiga: 
Son, sou, I pray you fetch the ladies in : 
We have been talting here about a match. 
And left our noble fnends in discontent. 

Rich. Nay, by my faith we had much merri- 
ment, 
Yet thought it long you neither came nor sent. 

[Matilda /nt/iM, and tilt duu-n. 

FiTZ, How now, Matilda ) pray thee, cheer thee, 
girl. 
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Mat. I thought it was a Hgliteniiig before death,' 
Too sudden to be certain. Good pleasure, stay. 

Enter Ladies. 

^Vilt thou not, wanton 1 churl, theo go thy way. 
ElCH. What, chang'd so soont bo soon fallen 
to your dumps) 
Oheerly ! the masque comes in. [Entrr the Matque.l 

Mat. ^ God, this veil 
And look fit not this sport. I'll leave it. 

Lei. Nay, 
For your love William's sake, fair niiuden, stay I 
^Dawt: Masqua-t take each a lady, JoHS 
Matilda, but [*/*«] refusing, faUttr? They 
tic dmon apart. 
FiTZ. This is no courtship, daughter, be not nice, 
You both abuse bim and disparage us. 
His fellows had the ladies tbey did choose, 
And, well, you know here's no more maids than 

Maud : * 
Yourself are all our store. I pray you, rise, 
Or, by my faith, I say you do us wrong. 
Mat. I will do what you will Lead, lead your 

King. You know mo by my speech. 
Mat. Ay, ray liege, ay. 0, that temptation's 
tongue 
Hath * nowhere to be plac'd but in your head ! 

' [See HsKlltfB " rroTorbs." p. 22.1 

' [In thB 4° End former editiani tbis and tlie following 
nine worda are given to RIcbmoad.] 

' Meaning that her father Fitrwater [takes her, she hav- 
ing cledineii to pair ofT with the kini;.] The whole accoant 
of the mask is roiifuaed in the old copy, and it ia not ea«7 
to make It mnch more intelligible in the reprint. 

* [The proverb i« ; " There are mora mwia than Malkin." 
See Hailitt's " ProTerba," p. 3B2.) 

<■ [Old copy, Had.\ 
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King. Well, say I have her tongue, had I not 
need, 
^Vhen you have both her eyes, nay, all lier shape, 
Able to tempt even Joh himself to rape I "'fc'i'-, i^' 

Mat. Good my li337 leave, or I will leave the 
place. 

[Dance again; and in lite first ctiu Me MATILDA 
fiingt fiitm him : JOB'S followi. 
Frrz. Dance out your galliard : God's dear holy- 
bread ! 
Y' are too forgetful. Dance, or, by my troth. 
You'll move my patience more than I will speak. 

[Slie unvrilling, JoHN roughly pulli Iter. 
Nay, Boft, unmsnner'd sir : you are too rough : 
Her joints are weak, your arms are strong and 

tough. 
If y^ come here for sport, you welcome be ; 
If not, better your room than such bad company. 

[John ihreaims him bs tigus. 
Dost threaten me 1 then will I seR thy faee. 

Kino. And so thou shalt. Look on me, rebel 
lordl 
Thou that wert late a factious ringleader, 
And in the open field gav'st me fierce fight : 
Art thou again gathering another head, 
That nith such rudeness thou dost entertain 
The gentle coining of thy sovereign t 
FiTZ. My dread lord, hear me, and forgive this 
fault, 
WTiat I have erst done, long since you forgave : 
If I did lead the barons in the field. 
The barons chose me, when they coidd not choose 
But make some leader, you were so misled. 
When better thoughts enter'd your royal breast, 
Wc then obey'd you as our sovereign head. 
King. You did even what you list, and so do 
still : 
I am tlie king, but you must have your will. 
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The plun truth ia, we am not come in sport. 
Though for our coming this was our best cloak ; 
For if we never come, till you do send. 
We must not be your giieat, while banquets last. 
Contt-ntious brawls you hourly send to us ; 
But we may send and send, and you return — 
This lord is sick, that pained with the gout, 
He rid from home. You think I find not out 
Your close confederacies ; yes, I do, no doubt. 

Lbl If there be here a close confederate, 
God's vengeance light upon liim with my hate ! 

Kino. No, you are open, Leicester ; that I know. 

Ches. I, by the Lord, my lord, your open 

Lei. By thy lord's Lord and mine, proud Ralph 
of Cheater, 
Thou durst not say ao, wert thou from tlie king. 

Mow. Yes, but he dares and shall. 

Kick. Mowbray, if you stand by, 
He dares perchance ; else will the dastard fly. 

Ches. My own sword shall maintain ray tongue's 
true speech; 
For it is not frequented to such lies. 
As wrangling Leicester and proud Richmond use : 
It cannot set out, like a thundering drimi 
Or roaring cannon, stuff'd with nought but brags, 
The multitudes of seas dyed red with blood,' 
And famous cities into cinders tum'd 
By their two armed arms. 

King. Ay, Chester ; 
And then they show us rags, torn off belike 
From poor decayed ladies' petticoats ; 
For neither bill, nor feather'd shot, nor pike 
Make half nor any of those rents they have. 
These, patch'd together, faaten'd unto staveB, 
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They will not stick to swear have been ailvanc'J 
Against the Sophy, Soldan, and the Turk. 

liBi. Do not maintain proud Chester, my life's 
heg^: 
Your words I must put up ; hia if I bear 

King.' Yks, you sliall bear them, bear, and yet 
not bite : 
We have you muzzled now, Eeraemher once 
You brav'd ua with your bombard boasting words. 
Come {briefly), Leicester, Kichmond, both Fitz- 

waters, Bruce, 
Deliver up your sworda immediately ; 
And either yield your bodies to our hands, 
Or give such pledges as we shall accept 
Unto our steward Winchester with speed. 

Lei. I will not leave mj arms, nor break my 
word, 
Except I be provok'd : your liege-man I am sworn ; 
That oath is pledge enough. If you mislike 

King. Thou hear'st me say I do. 

Lei. And I reply t 
That pledge refus'd, I have no more for you. 

Rich. And Richmond says as noble Leicester 
saith. 
Already have we phghtcd fame and faith 
Which, being sconiM, returns to us again. 
And by the king's own mouth we are discharged. 

KiKQ. Fitzwater, what say you ) 

Frrz. What pledge desires my liege t 

KniG. I ask your stubborn daughter. 

Young E. That were a gage 
To be engaged. 

FiTZ. Peace, thou headstrong boy ! 

> This BDiwer unqneatioiUkbl; Iwlongs to the king, tnd 
is not, Bi Ibe 4° gives it, > pirt of irhtt Leicester aajt. It 
upeni irilb so slTueion to the crest of I>eiceBter, similar to 
that noticed in tlie " Downfall ot Robert Karl of Hunting- 
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Pardon me, sovereign ; all my power is yours ; 
My goods you may command, my life you may : 
My children too, 1 know, with both their lives 
Will readily adventure death's woi-st wrongs, 
To do such service aa true aubjeots should ; 
But honourablo fame, true chastity 

King. Make no exceptions : yield her up to me, 
Or look for ever for my enmity. 

Frrz. Nay, then, Fitzwater tells your majesty, 
You do him wrong ; and well will let you wit, 
He will defend his honour to the death. 

King. And, Bruce, you are no otherwise dis- 
posed : 
You will not give your sons to me for pledge. 

Bruck I have but one, being my lesser boy, 
Who is at Guildford : for my other son 

King. He braves me with the rest. 
Well, it is night, and there's no sun to swear by. 
But God's ^ son, and by him I here protest 
A miserable storra this niglit to raise 
That shall not cease, while England giveth rest 
To such vile traitors, Bruce, I'll begin with you ; 
I will, i' faith, as true as God is true. 

[Exit King, mm tui*. 

Lei. Then shall a storm he rais'd against a 
storm. 
And tempest be with tempest beaten back. 

Frrz, But this firm island, like the sen, will toss. 
And many goodly buildings go to wrack ; 
Many a widow weep her dying son, 
And many a mother to her weeping babes 
Cry out uncomfortably, " Children, peace, 
Your crying unto me is all in vain. 
Dead ia my husband, your poor father slain ! " 

YoUNo B. We cannot help it, uncle. 

£iCH. No, you see 

' £01d cop?, bg Oe^:] 
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Entreats and humble suits have now no power, 
But lust and wrath the kingdom do devour. 

BRrcB. Me he did menace first, and mueh I fear 
He will to Guildford, and besiege my wife. 
FiTZ. 0, hie to save her ! Richmond, ride witli 

him. 
Kick. Let ua away, Bruce, lest we come toe 
late. 
And with us talce some score of men well-arm'd. 
[Exeunt Richmond and Bkuce. 
FlTZ. Do : Leicester and myself will keep the city, 
Till we are furnish'd with an able army. 
Your nephew Bruce shall take an hundred men,i 
And post to Hertford Castle with your sister. 
Sith wrong doth- wake us, we will keep such 

watch, 
As for his life he Khali not hurt us bring. 

[A'reimf omiifg. 



ACT in., SCENE 1. 
Enitr QuEES, Bruck's Lady, Hubert, Salis- 

BLRV. 

Queen. Be comforted, good madam, do not fear, 
But give your sou aa pledge unto the king : 
Yourself at court may keep him company. 

Lady B. I am betray'd ! alas, I am betray'd ! 
And little thought your highness had been bent 
So much against me for my many loves, 
Aa to prepare an entrance for ray foe. 

Queen. As 1 shall live in heaven, I did not 
know 
Of Hubert's coming. But lament not this : 
Your son, you say, is gone ; what fear you then t 



' [Old c< 



».] 



■[Old copy, liaU.j 




Lady B, madam, murder, mischief, wrongs 
of mea 
I fear, I fear — what ie't I do not fear, 
Sith hope is so far off, despair so near 1 

Sal. Answer mc, good Hubert, I pray thee, 
Hubert, do r 
What tiiink you of this matter) may I on your 

wonl 
Persuade the woman that all things ore well t 

Hub. You may persuade her if you cati, my 
lord; 
For I protest I know no other tiling, 
But tlikl the king would have him for a pledge 
Of the Lord Bruce's faith. 

Sai.. And reason, too. 
Now, by my honour, Hubert, I protest 
It is good reason : Bruce, I tell you plain, 
Is no eouud cloak to keep John from the rain.' 
I will go to her. 

Hub. Do, good simple earl. 
If not by threats nor my entreats she yield, 
Thy brain ia barren of invention, 
Dried up with care; and never will she yield 
Her son to thee, that having power want'at wit. 

Lady B. I overhear thee, Hubert. 

Sal. So do I, Dome Bruce ; 
But stir no coals : the man is well belovM, 
And merits more than so. 

Lady B. But I will answer. 
Hubert, thou fatal keeper of poor babes. 
That are appointed hostages for John," 
Had I a son here, as I have not one, 

■ [An alluiionlo the proverb,] 

* TbiB and other paeuges refer probably Ui the old pfaj at 
"King John," prinlcd in 1591, [or to ahfttespoare's own 
plaj which, though not printed till 1^23, must have b'^in 
fnmititr to the public, and more eapcciiUy K drtmalic 
uutbon-J 
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(For yesterday I sent him into Wales), 
Think'st thou I would be eg degenerate, 
So far from kind, to give him unto thee ) 
I would not, I protest : thou know'et my mind. 

Sal. Lady, you fear more than you need to do ; 
Indeed jou do — in very deed you do. 
Hubert is wrong'd about the thing yon mean — 
About young Arthur : 0, I thought 'twas so : 
Indeed the honest, good, kind gentleman 
Did all he might for safeguard of the child. 

Queen. Believe me. Madam Bruce, the man h 
wrong'd- 

Lady B. But lie wrongs me to keep my i-astli? 
thus, 
Disarming my true servants, arming hia, 
Now more of outrage comes ! what shall I do 1 
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Chester, 

King. 0, this is well ! Hubert, where's Bmct-V 
son I 

Lady B. Where thou shalt never see him, John. 

KiNfi. Lady, we will have talk with you anon. 
Where is he, Hubert 1 

Hub. Hid or fled, my lord : 
We can by no means get her to confess. 

Sal. Welcome to Guildford, Salisbury's liefest 
lori.' 

Kino, You scarce give welcome, ere I bill you 

go; 

For you, my lord, the queen and Winchester 
Shall march to HertfoiU. Sweet Isabel, 
And if thou love me, play the amazon. 
Matilda, that hath long bewitch'd mine eye, 



> In IhiB line, i 
himaeir Ozfonl. 
VOL. VIIL 



I the old cop;, Salitbarj/ ia made ti 
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la, as I hear by spials, now in Hertford Castle : 
Besiege her there ; for now her haughty father 
Ruffians it up and down, and all the brood 
Of viperous traitors wliet their poison'd teeth, 
That they may feed on ua that foster them, 
Oo forward, and go with you victorj' ! 
Which to assure my powers shall follow you. 

Sal. Did I not tell you this 1 then trust me next. 
Xay, he is chang'd, and cares no more for her 
Than I do, madam, 

King. Begone, I say, begone ! 
Your speed rich victory attendetli on : 
But your delay 

May give your foea the happy glorious day. 
QUEBN, One boon, my liege, and part 
King. Be briet 
Queen. Show that poor lady pity, I beseech. 

[J!„,.„l. 
KiNfi. I will indeed. Come, latly, let us in. 
You have a son ; go in and bring him me. 
And for the queen's sake I will favour ye. 

Lady B. I have no son. Come, come ; come in 
and search. 
And if you find him, wretched may I be, [Ejcit. 
Kino. Chester and Hubert, see you keep good 
watch. 
Not far off do I hear a warlike sound : 
Bruce, on my life ! look to't, while I go in 
To seek this boy, for needs we must have him. 
Come with ub, Mowbray. [Hxeunf. 



SCENE II. 

Enler BauCE, RICHMOND, Soldiert. 

Rich. Tlie caatle-gates are ehut. What hoi 
what ho 1 
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Yim that are servants to the Lady Bruce, 
Arise, make entrance for your lord and friends. 

Enter, or above, Hubert, Chester.' 

Hub. We will make issue, ere ye enter here. 
Who have we there t Richmond and Bruce, is't 

yon? 
What, up so soon T are ye so early here 1 
In you, i' faith, the proverb's verified, 
Y' are early up, and j'et are ne'er the near. 
Rich. The worse our fortune. Bruce, let U3 go 
hence ; 
We have no power to fight, nor make defence. 
Ches. What, Richmond, will you prove a run- 
away 1 
Rich. From thee, good Cheater ) now the Lojd 
defend ! 
Bruce, we will stay and fight 

Bruce. Tie to no end : 
We have but twenty men, and they be tired. 



' The 4' reads Snler or above Hugh, Wiach 
Enter or a&otv mesna, tbal the; atj either enter oi 
suige. onliDd tbore on the baltlemente, u mtij Bui 
thsttre. With regard Co tha names Hugh and Wlnel 
they are both wrong ; they ought to b« Hubert and Ci 
»bo h»TO been left by the king to kaj> good » 
When, too, afterwards Cheiter wka~~ 

■■Wbilt, Richniood, HilLjooproTeaniMwiyT"— 
the angwnr in the old cop}* a — 

"Fram IhoBiEoid WitKhater t now, tbe LoM deTnsd ) " 
It ought to be^ 



And it is clear that the measure requirea it. The names 
throughout are very incorrectly giren, and probably the 
printer compoted from a copy in which some alterations 
had been made in the dramatU perfona, but incompletety. 
Hence the perpetual coufusioD of Saliebar]/ and Oxfori, 
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But ere we do retire, tell me, Lord Hubert, 
Where are my wife and sou I 
HuR Your wife is here ; your son we cannot 

find. 
Bruce. Let son and wife, high heavens, your 
comfort find ! [Ex(tinf. 



£ntcr IClNG, MoWBKAY, LaDY BrucE. 

Ches. Bruce hath been here, my lord. 
King. Ay, let bim go. 
We have good pledges : though we see but one. 
The other we are sure will come anon. 

Mow. I do advise you, for your own discharge. 
Deliver up your son unto the king. 
Kino. Nay, let her choose. Come hither, Mow- 
bray. ^Tlte King and MoWBRAY vikuptr. 
Hub. The king is angry: Lady Bruce, advise 

you. 
Lady B. "What ! be advis'd by thee 
To have my loving, land, and pretty boy 
Given to an unldiid killer of sweet boys T 

Cues. Madam, go to ; take counsel of your 
friends. 
I warrant you the king will use him well. 
Lady B. Ay, aa he ua'd his nejihew Arthur, 
Chester. 
God bless my child from being used so ! 

Mow. Sir Hubert, what, are all the peopln 
voided. 
The horses and the cattle turned forth 1 
HitB. Mowbray, they be. 
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Mow. Then will I do the king's commandment. 

Lady B. What will he do t good Lord I what 
will he do f 
Mowbiay, I pray yoii, what ia't you will do ? 

Mow. Why, fire the castle. 

Lady B. The castle, Mowbray t tarry, tarry, 
man ! 
Hold me not, Chester ! gentle Mowbray, stay ! 
Good Hubert, let me go I 

Mow. You must not go : 
The king is mov'd, and will not hear you speak. 

Lady B. But he shall hear me ! pity mc, King 
John ! 
(Jail Mowbray back : hoar me, for pity's sake ! 
Regard tlie Lady Bruce's woful cry I 

Kino. \Vhat dost thou ask ? 

Lady B. First call back Mowbray. 

King. Stay, Mowbray. Now, be brief. 

Lady B. I have some lineu garments, jewels, 
'tiree, 
Pack'd in a hamper here within the lodge : 
0, let me save it from consuming fire ! 

King. And is this all ) 

Lady B. It's all the little all I here have left. 

Kino. Away ! set lire ! linen and trash J 

Lady B. Once more hear me ! there's a precious 
gem, 
You have not any richer in all the realm : 
If fire do blemish it, art never more 
To his true colour can the same restore. 

King. Fetch it 
Two of ye help her with her hamper hither. 

Lady B. Nay, nay, one will suffice : tlie jewel 
if I sare, 
Is all I ask. [Exit urilk ChesTEU. 

King. We shall her jewel have. 

Hub. She is very fearful I should keep her son. 

LadyR [Within.] Ye do, ye do I 
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King. Alas ! good hdy, hark : Cheater und t^lic 
are cliidiug. 

Enter CHESTER and »/ir, leading the lioy. 

Lady B. Let go his hand ! Is tiiis a paw, think 
you, 
To hold a tender hand inl fie, for shame ! 
A nobleman so churlisU ! Look, I pray, 
His arms are griatless,^ 

KlN(!. How now. Lady Bruce ! 
Doth Chester hurt the jewel of your joy 1 
Now, by my troth, it is a pretty boy ! 

Lady B. Ay, knew your majesty as much ae L 
You would say more. 

King. Well, he and you of us no wrong shall 
have, 
But stay in Windsor Castle with Sir Walter Bliuit, 
And honourably be us'd ; provided still 
Your husband and your son obey our wilL 

Lady E. For this great mercy, if they disobey. 
Myself will chide them. Fortune follow John, 
And on bis foes fall swift destruction ! 

King. Come ! let us now after the queen and 
Salisbury. \^Exeunt omnn. 



Enter the QUEEN, SALISBURY, Soldtrrt. 

Queen. Now are ye, worthy and resolved men, 
Come to the cage where the unclean birds bide, 
That tire ' on all the fair flight in the realm. 

' [Without muscle, though wnBole and Lrittlo we sirictt)' 
distinct.] 

' To tin is a term in falconr)' : Irom tlie Fr. (I'rrr, in 
reCerenoe to birds of prey tcuiog wlml the; lake to pieces. 
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Suramon this castle, or (to keep my wonla) 
Tliis cage of nigtit-hiJ owls, light-flying hirds. 

EiUer Young Bruce, Matilda, Sildier». 

Sal. Stay, drum ! thou need'et not suiiirnmi 
willing men, 
Or rather wilful, for such methinks they be. 

QUKEM. See. yo yon baggage, muffled iu bhuk 
weeds: 
Those clouds fold in the comet that portends 
Sad desolation to this royal realm. 
For ever seek to mask her light, good friends : 
Let us disrobe her of each little beam. 
And then your Phcebus will ono Phcebe have, 
That wlijle they live shall lend your land true 

light. 
Give joy unto your day, rest to your night. 
Assail thf-m, stay not. 

Sal. Stay, and assay them first ! 
I say to you,' fair queen, this fact is fouL 
Let not provoking words whet dull-edg'd swijrds, 
But try if wa can blunt sharp blades with words. 
Fitzwater's nephew, Bruce, 1 see thee there. 
And tell thee it is sliame for such a boy 
To lead a many able men to fight. 
And, modest-looking maid, 1 see you t«o ; 
An unfit sight to view virginity 
Guarded with other soldiers than good prayerti. 
But you will say the king occasions it : 
Say what yoa will, no Idng but would take cause 
Of just offence. 

Yield you, young Bruce, your mother is in hold. 
Yield you, young maid, your father is in hold. 

Mat. Will the queen keep me from the lustful 
king. 
Then will I j-ield. 



380 THE DEATH OF ROBUST 

Queen. A plague upon thU counterfeiting ijueau. 

Mat. GoU'b blessed mercy ! will you slill be mad. 
And wrong a noble virgin with vile speech 1 

Sal. Let me alone. Matilda, maiden fair, 
Thou virgin spouse, true Hunlington's just heir. 
Wilt thou come hither 1 and I do protest, 
The queen and I, to mitigate tliis war, 
Will do what thou wouldst have. 

Mat. I come. 

Bruce. You shall not ga Sound, drums, to 
war! 
Alack, alack, for woe ! 
Well, God for ns ! fiith it will neede be bo. 

[A lamm, jight, stay. 

Sal. What stay you fori 

Bruce. Matilda'a cries do stay us, 

Mat. Salisbury, I come in hope of thy defence. 

Bruce. First will I die, ere you shall yiehl 
yourself 
To any coward lord that serves the king. 

Sal. Coward, proud boy ! Thou fiud'at me no 
such beast, 
And thou sbalt rue in earnest this rude je-st. 

[^Fiffkt again. MATILDA taktn, hd by Ok hair 
by two Soldiert, 

Sal, Kude hands ! how bale you virtuous 
honour forth ! 
You do not well : away ! 
Now, by my faith, ye do not well, 1 say. 
Take her, fair queen, use her as she deserves ; 
She's fair, she's noble, chaste, and debonair. 
I must, according to due course of war. 
See that our solmers scatter not too far, 
L^st, what care won, our negbgence may lose. [Ejnl. 

Queen. la this the Helen, this the paragon, 
That makes the English Ilion ' flame so fast 1 

>Tbc l~ ftiuU lUiiitut. 
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Mat. I am not she ; you see I am uot she : 
I am not raviBh'd yet, aa Helen was, 
I know not what will come of John's desire, 
That rages like the sea, tlint hanm like lire. 

Queen. Plain John, prond Joan t I'll tear 
your painted fate. 
Thus, thua I'll use you. [Saaicitts Ac-. 

£itUr Salisbury. 

Mat. Do, do what yon will, 

Sal. How goes this gear? ha ! foul fall bo find 

Poor chaste child of Fitzwater, dost thou bleed I 
By God'i! bless'd mother J this is more than need ; 
AJid more, I tell you tnie, than I would bear. 
Were not the danger of the camp so near. 

Enter a MESSENGER, 
Mes, My lord, the foes have gathered head : 
Lord Bruce, the father, joineth with the son. 
Sal. Why, liere's the matter : we must sjiend 
our time r 

To keep your nails from scratching innocence, 
Wiich should have been bestow'd for our defence. 
What shall we now dol Help rao, holy God I 
The foe is come, and we are out of rank. 

[Skirmith : QuEEN talen, MATILDA rnmed. 

Enter Old BrucE wounded, ltd bg his Son, and 
Leicester. 

Bruce. Is the field ours I 
YotTNG B. Ay, thanks to noble Leicester. 
Sruce. Give God thanks, son : be careful to 
thy mother ; 

' [Old Gopj:, a dttd.'\ 
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Commend me to Fitgwater ; love thy brotlier. 
If either arms or pmyers may him recover. 
Lei. How cheers old Bruce ) 
Young B. His soul to joy is fled, 

His grief ia in my bosom buried. 
Lei. His life was dearly bought; for my eyes 
saw 
A shambles of dead men about his feet, 
Heat by his sword itito eternal shade. 
With honour bury bim. Cease tears, good Bruce. 
Young E. Tears help not, I confess, yet must 
I weep. 
Soldiers, your help to hear him to my tent. 

[A'xiUJtt eum Bruce. 

£)itfr Queen and Matilda. 

Mat. Be comforted, great queen : forget my 
wrongs. 
It was tny fortune, and no fault of yours. 

Queen. Is she thus mild 1 or doth she mock my 
chance] 

Lei. Queen Iealjel,> are you a prisoner I 
See what it is to he a soldier. 
But what foul hand hath harm'd Matilda's fair t ^ 
Speak, honourable maid, who tore thy hmr t 
Did Salisbury or the queen this violence 1 

Mat. Ungentle grooms first took and tore m*- 
thus. 
From whom old Salisbury, chastising their wrong. 
Most kindly brought me to this gRUtle queen ; 
Who laid her soft hand on my bleefliiig cheeks, 
Gave kisses to my lips, wept for my woe ; 
And was devising how to send me back, 

■ The 1" bu it Elinor, but il ou^flit to be /iiibrl. The 
prcTiouB enlnnce of tho Queen and Mntilila U not marked. 

' [Pairwit, in which Benar the irurd hue already otcurred 
in thia piece.] 
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Even when your last alarum frighted us, 
And by her kindneBS fell into your hands. 

Lei. Whkh kindness we return : Madam, be frer 
Soldiers, conduct the queen whither she please. 

QUKEN. Farewell, Matilda ; if I live, believe 
I will remember this. O, how 1 grieve 
That I should wrong so innocent a maid ! 
Come, lady, old FJtzwater is not far : 
He'll weep to see these scars, full well I know. 

Mat. Would I were from tliia woful world •> 

Sure I will 'scape, and to some nunnery go. 

[Erfiuii 



Eater KiNO, SALISBURY, HUBERT. 

King. Had you her, then, had you her in your 
power I 

Sal. Ay, marry had we : we had taken her. 

King. 0, had she been in mine, not nil enrtliw 
power 
From ray power should have freed her ! 

Sal. You are a king, and high arc princi-s' 
thoughts : 
It may be, with your sight you could have chas'd 
A host of armed men ; it may he so : 
But we, your subjects, did the best we could. 
Yet Bruce the father, backing Bruce the son, 
Scattcr'd our troops, brought rescue to Matilda, 
And took your peerless queen their prisoner- 

KiNG. On all the race of Bruces for this wronf: 
I will have vengeance ! Hubert, call in Brand. 

[£rit HmERT. 
My Lord of Salisbui^', give ua leave awliilo 
To be alone. 

Sal. I will, my liege. Be you comforted : 
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The queen will be recovered, do not fear, 
Ab well as e'er she was. 

Kino. Salisbiir)', forbear, I pray. 

Sal. Yet for the wrong she did unto Matildn, 
I fear, I fear [Exit. 

King. Tlie father and the son did rescue her ; 
The mother and the eon shall rue the deed, 
So it shall be ; I am resolv'd thereon. 
Matilda, my soul's food, those have bereft, 
And these of body's food I will bereave. 

EtOer Hubert [mt/i] Brand. 

King. Will Brand. 

Brand. Your majesty. [J/oie Ifgt. 

King. Less of yourcourt'sy. Hubert, stand aside. 
Post speedily to Windsor ; take this ring ; 
Bid Blimt deliver Bruc«'B wife and child 
Into your hands, and ask him for the key 
Of the dark tower o'er the dungeon vault : 
lu that see you shut up the dam and brat. 
Pretend to Blunt that you have left them meat. 
Will serve some so'ennight ; and unto him say. 
It is my will you bring the key away. 
And hear you, sir, I charge you on your life, 
Yuu do not leave a bit of bread witJi them. 

Brand. I warrant you ; let me alone. 

King. Come back again with all the speed you 
may. [Exit Brand. 

Hub. Some cruel task is pointed for that slave. 
Which he will execute as cruelly. [AtideJ] 

King. No ruth, no pity shall have harbour here, 
Till fair Matilda be within these arms, 

HiUer Salisbury teith tin Queen. 
Sal. Comfort, my lord ; comfort, my gracious 
lord; 
Your lore is come again ! 
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King. Ah, Salisbury' ! where 5 

Sal. Here, my dreaii aovereign. 

King. Thou liest ; she is not there. 

Sal. Under correction you wrong my age. 
Say, I beseech you, ts not this the queen ) 

King. I cry you mercy, Sftlisbury ; 'tis indeed. 
Where is Matilda ) 

Queen. Wliere virtue, chastity, and innocenc.' 
remain, 
There is Matilda. 

King. How comes she, pray, to be so chaet«>, m 
fair : 
So virtuous in your eye T 

Queen. She freed me from my foes, and nevir 
urg-d 
My great abuse when she was prisoner. 

KiNG. What did you to her ! 

Queen. Rail'd upon her first, 
Then tare her hair, and rent her tender cheeks. 

Kino. O heaven : was not the day dark at thiii 
foul deed 1 
Could the sun see without a red eclipse 
The pur]>le tears fall from those tyrant wounds ( 
Out, Ethiop, gipsy, thick-lipped blackamoor '. 
Wolf, tigress ! worse than either of them both ' 

Sal. Are yon advis'd, my lord t 

King. Out, doting earl ! 
Couldst thou endure to see such violence 1 

Sal. I tell you plain, my lord, I brook'd it not, 
But stay'd the tempest. 

King. Kend my love's cheeks ! that matchless 
effigy 
Of wonder-working nature's chiefest work : 
Tear her rich hair ! to which gold wires, 
Sun's rays, and best of best compares 
(In their most pride) have no comparison. 
Abuse her name ! Matilda's sacred name ! 
barbarous outrage, rudeness merciless ! 
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Queen. I told yon, Salisburj-, you mistook the 

king. 
Sal. I did indeed. My liege lord, give me 
leave 
To leave the camp. 

King. Away, old fool ! and take with thee that 
trull; 

For if she stay 

Sal. Come, lady, come away, 
Tempt not his rage. Ruin wrath always brings : 
Lust being lord, there is no trust in kings. [Exeunt. 

Enter MoWBRAY. 

Mow. To arms, King John I Fitzwater'a field is 
pitch' d 
AlK>ut some mile hence on a citanipain ' plain. 
Chester liatli drawn our soldiers in array : 
The wings already have begim the fight. 

King. Thither we will with wings of vengeance 

fly. 

And win Matilda, or lose victory ! [Exevnl. 



ACT IV., SCENE ]. 
Enter Lady BrucE and her BOV with BkAND. 

Lady B. Why did my keeper put ua in thj 
hands] 
Wherein have we offended Blunt or thee t 

Brand. You need not make these words : 
You must remove your lodging ; this is alL 
Be not afeard : come, come, here is the door. 

Lady B. God, how dark it is ! 

' ItA, ChunpioB.] 
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Brand. Go in, go in ; it's higher up the stairs. 
Lady B. My trembling heart forbids me to go 

0, if thou bftve compassion, tell me true, 
What my poor boy and I must trust unto 1 

Brand. I tell thee true, compassion is my foi- ; 
Yet have I had of thee compassion. 
Take in thy child ; as I have faith or troth, 
Thou and thy boy shall be but prisoners, 
And I must daily bring you meat and drink. 
Lady B. Well, thou hast sworn, and God so 
give thee light, 
As in this dark place thou rememb'rest us. 
Poor heart, thou laugh'st, and hast not wit to 

think 
Upon the many fears that me afflict. 
I will not in. Help us, assist us. Blunt ! 
We shall be murdered in a dungeon I 
Brand. Cry without cause ? I'll have ye in, 

i' faith. 
Ladv B. 0, let my Iwy and I but dine with 
Blunt, 
And then I will with patience go in. 

Brand. Will ye or nill ye, zonnds ! ye must go 

And never dine. 

Lady R What say'st thou I never dine ! 
Brand. No — not with Blimt, 1 i 



Go i 



say; 



Or by this hand ye get no meat to-day. 
Lady B. My child is liuugrj : when shall he 

have meat ) 
Brand. Why, and ye would go in, immediately. 
Lady B. I will go in ; but very much I doubt. 
Nor 1 nor my poor boy shall e'er come out 

[£xtiiHt. lie itftns lo lock a door. 
Brand. Ne'er, while ye live, i' faith ! now are 
they sure. 
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Cry, till their hearts ache, no man can them )ifiir. 

A miserable death is famishment ; 

But what care 1 1 The king cominandeil me. 



SCENE n. 



Alamm wilkiti; 



Bruce. 



otter FiTZWATEK, 



Frrz. Now doth fair fortune offer hope of speed ; 
But howaoe'er we speed, good cousin Bruce, 
March with three hundred bowB and pikes to 

Windsor, 
Spreading a rumour that the day is ours, 
Aa oura it shall be with the help of heaven. 
Blunt loves our part far better than the king's, 
And will, I gage my life, upon the news 
Surrender up the castle to our use. 
By this means shall you help us to a hold, 
Howe'er it chance : set free your lady mother, 
That lives in prison there with your young 
brother. 

Bhuck Away, good uncle, to the battle go ! 
But that a certain good ensues, I know, 
For all the world I would not leave you so. 

FiTZ. Away, away ! 
God send thee Windsor : us this happy day. 

Alarum Hill. Enter HUBERT and Matilda.i 

Hub, You cannot hide yourself, Matilda ; no 
disguise 
Will serve the turn : now must you to the kiiig. 
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Ami all theee wars will with your presence cease. 
Yield you to him, he soon will yield to peace. 

Mat. They say thou took'st eome pity of a 
child, 
The Jdng appointiBg thee to sear his eyes ; 
Men do report thee to be just of word, 
And a dear lover of my lord the king. 
If thou didst that, if thou be one of these, 
Pi^ Matilda, prostrate at thy feet. 

Hub, I sav'd young Arthur's eyes, and pity 
thee; 
My word is just, which I have given the king ; 
The king I love, and thee I know be loves : 
Compare these, then how can I pleasure tliee ( 

Mat, By letting me escape to Dunmow Abbe}', 
\Vhere I will end my life a votary. 

Hub. And the king die with doting on tliy 
loveT 

Mat. 1^0, no ; this fire of lust would be soon 
laid. 
If onc« he knew me sworn a holy maid. 

Hub. Thy tears and love of virtue have tiie 



True to distressed beauty and rare chastity ; 

False to King John, that holds the sight of thee 

Dearer than England or earth's empery. 

Go. happy soul, that in so ill an age 

Hast such fair beauty for thy heritage : 

Yet go not so alone. Dost hear, tall soldier 1 

[Call a SoldUr. 
1 know thee honest : guide this gentle maid 
To Dunmow Abbey : she is one I know. 
1 will excuse thee, and content thee well ; 
My signet take, that ye may pass unsearch'd. 
Mat. Kind Hubert, many prayers for this good 

Shall on my beads be daily numbered, [£'j-<u«(. 
vou Till. T 
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EiUei- Leicester, Richmond, Fitzwater. I 

Lei. treble heat of honoar, toil, and rage ! 
How cheers Earl Richmond I Fitzwater, speak, 

old man. 
We are now near together : answer me. 

FiTZ. Leicester, the more our woe, 
The likelier to be taken by the foe. 

Rich. 0, let not such a thought abuse thy age ! 
We'll never yield u« to the tyrant's rage. 

Lei. But if my girl be yielded 

If she be ! 

FiTZ. Ay, ay — 
There's no man but shall have his time to die. 

Lei. Now is oar hour, which they shall dearly 
by. 

Enter King, Hubekt, Chester, Mowbray, 

Rich. Leicester, we'll stand like three batta- 

What aaya our noble general thereto ) 

FiTZ. Why, I say, do : 
j^And] while I can, I'll keep my place with you. 
King. How n»w, my bugbear, will you now 

submit 1 
Lei. To doAth, but not to thee. 
King. Richmond, nor you ? 
Rich. Earl Riclunond will not yield. 
King. Methinks, Fitzwater, you should have 

more wit. 
FlTZ. If it be wit to live, I have no will ; 
And so in tliis my will o'errules my wit 
King. Alarum then I with weapons will we 
scourge 
Your desperate will, and teach ye to have wit. 

[Fi'jltl : drivt back (lie KiNO. 
King. Of high heroic spirits be they aU. 
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Wc will withdraw a little, and confer. 

For they ore circled round, and cannot 'scape. 

[Withdraui. 
Rich, that we three who, in the sun's 

Were, like the three Triumviri ^ of Home, 
Guides of an host, able to vanquish Rome, 
Are now alone, enclos'd with enemies ! 

FiTZ. The glory of the world hath no more 
stay, 
But as it comes, it fleets, and fades away. 

Lei. Courage, and let us die I they come again: 
It's Lord Hubert alone. Hubert, what news 1 * 



Entfr Hubert. 

Hub, This day's fierce slaughter, John our 

king kments. 
And to you three, great leaders of an host, 
That now have not a man at all to lead, 

You worthy captdna without companies 

Lei. Fitzwater ! Richmond ! by the blessed sun, 
Lord Hubert mocks us. 
HCB. By the moon, I do not; and put the 

blessed to't, 
It is as good an oath as you have sworn. 
My heart grieves that so great hearts aa yours 

be 
Should put your fortunes on a sort * of slaves. 
That bring base fear within them to the field. 
But to the matter — sith your state is such, 

1 (Old copy, Triuiarirala,] 

' Nothing can morG clearly show tho desperaW tonrusion 
o{ nvucg in thU plaj Ihaa Iblu line, nrliich in the 1° 

" Il'l Lord fTugk Burui ilonc : BagliUrT. vtiat newelt" 
In miny places HuberL ib only called Uvgh, 
' CoiopaDj or collection. 
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That without mercy yon are sure of death 
(Which I am sore, aud well his highness knows, 
Von do not fear at all), yet he gives grant, 
On just conditions you shall save your lires. 

FiTZ. On no condition will 1 save my life. 
Except MatUda be retum'd again, 
Unblemiflh'd, imabns'd ; and then I yield. 

HtiB, She now is where she never will return. 

FiTZ. Never 1 O God ! is ray Matilda dead I 

Hub. Dead to the world; dead to tb's woe she 

^he lives at Dumnow, and is vow'd a nun. 

FiTZ. Do not delude me, Hubert, gentle son. 

HuR By all the faith and honour of my kin. 
By my unstain'd allegiance to the king. 
By my own word, that bath reproveleas been. 
She is at Dunmow. 

FiTZ. 0, how came she there t 

Hub. AVhen all these fields were walks for rage 
and fear : 
This howling like a head of hungry wolves,' 
That, scudding as a herd of frighted deer : 
When dust, arising like a coal-black fog, 
From friend divided friend, join'd foe to foe. 
Yet neither those nor these could either know : 
Till here and there, through large wide-moutlied 

wounds. 
Proud life, even in the glory of his heat 
Losing possession, belch'd forth streams of blood. 
Whose spouts in falling made ten thousand drops. 
And with that purple sliower the dust allay'd — 
At such a time met I the trembling maid ; 

' ffmd of \angTy wolTit is the reading of Ihe origiiial 
copj ; ■ " Atrrf" o/ huj^gry tro/w< wonld acanjaly be proper, 
but it ma; bave b«cn so nritton. [Head taaj be right, and 
wo ha*c not ali«nd it, m ths word U occasioQatl; oied to 
aignif; a gatboiing or {or«e.] 
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" Seeming a dove from all her fellowa parteii — 
^een, known, and taken ; unseen and unknown 
To any other that did know ns both, 
At her entreats 1 sent her safely guided 
To Dunmow Abbey; and the guide return'd 
Assures me she was gladfully receiv'd, 
Pitied, and in his sight did take her oath. 

FiTZ. Hubert, for this thy honourabie deed 
I and my house will reverence thy name. 

Hub. Yet, I beseech you, hide it from the king ; 
At least that I convey'd her to the place. 

£nler KiNG, MoWBEAY, CHESTER. 

FiTZ. Hubert, I will. 

King. What, stand they still on terms ! 

Lel On honourable terms, ou terms of right. 
Our lives without our liberty we scorn. 

Kino. You shall have life and liberty, I swear. 

Lei. Then Leicester bows his knee to his liege 
lord, 
And humbly begs his highness to beware 
Of wronging innocence, as ho hath done. 

Rich. The like Bichmond desires, and yieldi> hi^ 
sword. 

King. I do embrace ye I)oth, and hold myself 
Richer by a whole realm in having you. 

FlTZ, Much is my wrong ; yet I submit with 
these, 
BeeKing free leave to live a private life. 

King. Old brands of malice in thy bosom rest : 
Thou shalt have leave to leave me, never doabt 
Fitzwater, see thou ship thee straight for France, 
And never set thy foot on English shore. 
Till I repeal thee. Go, go hence in [>eace. 

Lel Why doth your highness wrong Fitzwater 
thus I 

Kino. I right his wrong ; he's weary of the land. 
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Rich, Not of the land, but of a public life. 
King. Content ye, lords : in sucn quick times as 

these 
AVp must not keep a, drone among our bees. 
FiTZ. I am as glad to go as you to send ; 
Yet I beseech this favour of your grace, 
That I may see Matilda, ere I part. 

King. Matilda I see Matilila, if thou canst. 
Before sunset : stay not another day. 
Frrz.* The abbey-walla, that shroud my baiiiiv 
child. 
Appear within her hapless father's sight 
Farewell, my sovereign, Leicester, Kichmoixl. 

lords: 
Farewell to all ; grief gives no way to words. 
KiNt;. Fitewaler, stay : lords, give us Iravr 
awhile. 
Hubert, go you before unto the abbess, 
And signify our coming. Let her bring 
Matilda to her father, (Exit Hubert.) Come, uM 

Be not too froward, and we shall be friends. 
About this girl our mortal jars began. 
And, if thou wilt, here all our quarrel ends. 

Frrz. Reserve my honour and my daughter's 
fame. 
And no poor subject that your grace commands 
Shall willinger submit, obey, and seni'e. 

King. Do then hut this. Peiftuade thy beaiiln- 
ous child 
To leave the nunnery and return to court. 
And I protest from henceforth to forswear 
All such conceits of lust as 1 have borne. 

FlTZ. I will, my lord, do all that 1 may do : 
But give me leave in tliis to doubt of you. 
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King. This Gmnll thiiig grant, and oak me any- 

Or (ilae die in exile, loath'd of tlie king. 

FiTZ. You shall perceive I will do what I laaj'. 

Enter on the will, ASBBBS, MATILDA. Re-tnirr 

Hubert. 

Hub. Matilda is afraid to leave the house ; 
But lo, on yonder battlement she atands, 
But in no case will come within your hands. 

King, What ! will my lady-abbeea war ' with 
usi 
Speak, lady ; wherefore shut you up your gates ) 

Abb. Have we not reason, when an host of men 
Hunt and pursue religious chastity 1 
King John, bethink thee what thou tak'st in hand 
On pain of interdiction of thy land. 
Murderers and felons may have sanctuary. 
And shall not honourable maids diatress'd, 

s virgins, holy nuns profess'd. 
Have that Blnall privilege t Now, out upon thee, 

out 1 
Holy Saint Catherine, shield my virginity ! 
I never stood in such extremity. 

Hd& My lord, the abbess lies, I warrant you : 
For I have heard there is a monk of Bury, 
That once a week comes thither to make merry. 

King. Content thee, Hubert ; that same monk 
and she. 
And the worst come, my instruments shall be. 
Good lady-abbesB, fear no violence ; 
There's not one here shall offer you offence. 

Frrz. Daughter, all this while tears my speech 
have stay'd. 
My lord the king, lords, all draw near, I pray. 



' [Old copy, 1 
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And hear a poor man's parting from his child. 
Matilda, etill my unEtain'd honour's joy. 
Fair ornament of old Fitzwater's coat>^ 
Bom to rich fortunes, did not this ill-age 
Bereave thee of thy birthright's heritage, 
Thou Bce'at our sovereign — lord of both our Urea, 
A long besieger of thy chastity- 
Hath scatter'd all oar forces, slain our friends. 
Razed our castles, left us ne'er a house 
Wherein to hide us from his wrath^l eye : 
Yet Goil provides ; France is appointed me, 
And thou tind'st house-room in this nunnery. 
Here, if the king should dote as he hath donv. 
It's sacrilege to tempt a holy nun : 
But I have hope he will not ; yet my fear 
.So drowns my hope, ns I am forc'd to stay, 
And leave abruptly what I more would say. 

Mat. 0, go not yet, my griev'd heart's com- 
forter! 
I am as valiant to resist desire 
As ever thou wert worthy in the field. 
John may attempt, but if Matildn yield, 
O, then 

FiTz. Ay, then, Matilda, thou dost lose 
The former glory of thy chaste reeolves. 
These seven years hast thou bid* a martyr's paina. 
Resisting in thyself lust-growing fire, 
For, being mortal, sure thou hast desire ; 
And five sad winters have their full course run, 
.Since thou didst bury noblo Huntington. 
In these years many months and many d.^ys 
Have been consum'd thy virtues to consume. 
Gifts have been heralds ; panders did presume 
To tempt thy chaste eara with their unchaste 

tongues : 
A!! in effect working to no effect ; 



' [EmuUhwn.] 



• [Abided.] 
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For I was still the watchman of tliy tower. 
The keeper of foul worms from my fair flower. 
But now no more, no more Fitzwater may 
Defend his poor lamb from the lion's prey — 
Thy order and thy holy prayers may. 
To help thee thou hast privilege by law ; 
Therefore be resolute, and nobly die ! 
Abhor base lust, defend thy chastity. 

Kino. Despatch, Fitzwater ; hinder not tliy 
child: 
Many preferments do on her await. 

FiTz. Ay, girl, I know thou shalt be offer'il 
wealth. 
Which is a shrewd enticement in sad want. 
Great honours to lift up thy low estate, 
And glorious titles to eternise thee. 
All these do but gild over ugly shame ; 
Such wealth, my child, foreruns releaseless need, 
Such honour ever i>roves diBbonourate, 
For titles, none comes near a virtuous name : 
0, keep it ever, as thou hast done yet ! 
And though these dark times should forget thy 

praise. 
An age will come that shall eternise it. 
Bid me farewell, and speak it in a word. 

Mat. Farewell, dear father. 

FiTZ. O. farewell, sweet child. 
My liege, farewell : Leicester, Richmond, Hubert, 
Chester and Mowbray, friends and foes, farewell. 
Matilda, see thou keep thy spotless fame, 
And live etemis'd, else die aoou with shame. 

[E^lt. 

Mat. Amen, amen : father, adieu, adieu ! 
Grief dwells with me, sweet comfort follow you ! 

Abb. Come, daughter, come. This is a wofvtl 
sight. 
When good endeavours are oppress'd by might. 

[Exeunt /rom aiotv ABBESS, MATILDA. 
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King. Ah, Hubert ! seest thou not the sun go 

Cloudy and dark 1 MatUda, stay I one word. 
She shakes her head, and scornfully says nay. 

RtCH. How cheer'st thou, Leicester ) 

Lei. Mad, man, at my state, 
That cannot raise true honour ruinate. 



Enter MESSENGEIt. 

King. I will not be disdain'd. I vow to see 
Quick vengeance on this girl for scorning rae. 

Meb. Young Bruce, my lord, hath gOtt«n 
Windsor Castle, 
Slain Blunt your constable, and those that kept it ; 
And finding in a tower his mother dead. 
With his young brother starv'd and famiisheil, 
That every one may see the rueful sight, 
In the thick wall he a, wide window makes ; 
And as ho found them, so ho lets them 1«, 
A spectacle to every comer-by. 
That heaven and earth your tyrant shame may see. 
All people curBing, crying fie upon. 
The tyrant, merciless, inhuman John. 

KiNo. Chester and Mowbray, march away to 
Windsor : 
Suppress that triutor Bruce. A\Tiat, if Ins dam 
In wilful fury would receive no meat. 
Nor suffer her young child any to eat. 
Is it our fault t haste ye with speed away, 
And we will follow. Go ; begone, I pray. 

[Exeunt CHEaTER, MOWBRAY. 

Hub, black and wofiil deed ! piteous 
thing. 
When slaves attend the fierce thoughts of a king. 

Lel My lord, shall we go too 1 

King, Leicester and Bichmond, ay, I pray ye, 
do. 
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Lei. Get I my bear and ragged staflf onca more 

Raie'd in the field, for these wrongs some shall 

roar. [i'j:«uni Richmond, Leicester. 

Kino. Fttch in the monk of Bury, that I 

talk'd of, [Exeuni Hubert /or the Monk. 

And bid Will Brand, my instrument of death, 

Gome likewise in. Convert to raging bate 

Ejiter Monk, Hubert, Brand. 

My loDg-reeiBted love 1 welcome, good monk. 

Monk. Thanks to my liege. 

Kino. Thou hast been long in suit 
To be installed abbot of your house, 
And in your favour many friends have stirr'd. 
Now is the hour that you shall lie prcferr'd 
Upon condition — and the matter small. 
Short shrift to make, good honest confessor, 
I love a fair nun, now in Dumnow Abbey : 
The abbess loves you, and you pleasure her ; 
Now, if between you two this pretty lady 
Could be persuaded to affect a king. 
Your suit is granted, and on Duiunow Abbey 
I will bestow a hundred marks a year. 

^loNK. A holy imn 1 a young nun ! ami a 
lady ! 
Dear wear, my lord ; yet bid you well as may be. 
Strike hands ; a bargain : she shall be your owu, 
Or if she will not 

King. Say, if she do refuse, 
I'll send a death's man with you ; this is he. 
If she be wilful, leave her to liis hands. 
And OS her own bead be her hasted end. 

Monk. The matter shall be done. 

King. Sirrah, what poisons liavo you ready 1 

Brand. Store, store. 

Kino. Wait on the monk, then, and ere we 
take horse, 
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I'll ^ve yott Bucli inatructiona aa you need. 
Hubert, repair ^ to Windsor with our host. 

[SxeictU King, Monk, and Brjlnd. 
Hub. Your tyrannies hare lost my lore almost. 
And yet I cannot choose but love eternally 
This wanton king, replete with cruelly. 
O, how are all bia princely rirtues etain'd 
With lust abhorred and lascivious heat 
Which, kindling first to fire, now iii a Same, 
Shows to the whole world clearly hia foul shame. 
To quench this flame full many a tide of tears. 
Like overflowing-full seas, have been spent ; 
And many a dry laad drunk with human blood ; 
Yet nothing helps his paasiona violent : 
Rather they add oil to lus raging fire, 
Heat to his lieat, desire to his desire. 
Somewhat, I fear, is now a-managing. 
For that prodigious bloody stigmatic - 
Is never call'd unto his kingly sight. 
But like a comet he portendeth still 
Some innovation or some monstrous act. 
Cruel, unkindly, horrid, full of hate ; 
As that vile deed at Windaor done of late. 
Gentle Matilda, aomewhat I mistrust ; 
Yet thee I need not fear, such is his love. 
Again, the place doth give thee warrantise ; 

' fOld oopj, prepare.] 

* This ward !b fonnd io " Henty VI., Part 11." act ». 
»c. 1, where young Clifford applies it to Riobard. Malone 
obaervea in a note, that, according to BuUokar's "Englisb 
Expoiitor," 1618, itugviaCict originully Had properly signi- 
fied "A pereoQ wbo bss been brandeil witb a bol iron for 
Bome crime." The name of tbe man to whom Hubert here 
applies tbe word, is Brand, 

Webster, in bis " Vitloria Corombona," applies the term 
metapboricall; : — 

" Thr itad of oeUDCbDlf turn ihj fiS to 



On« UIU OTUtake auoLbar.' 
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Yet I remember when his highness said, 

The lustful monk of Bury should him aid. 

Ay, so it is : if she have any ill, 

Through the lowd shaveling will her shame be 

wrought, 
If it so chance, Matilda's guiltless wrong 
Will with the loss of many a life be bought. 
But Hubert will be still his dread lord's friend. 
However he deserves, his master serve ; 
Though he neglect, him will I not neglect ; 
Whoever fails him, I will John affect ; 
For though kings fault ' in many a fonl offence, 
Subjects must sue, nut mend wiUi violence. [Ejiit. 



Enter OXFORD, QlJX£N. 

Ox. Now, by my fdth, you are to blame, 
madam. 
Ever tormenting, ever vexing you : 
Cease of these fretting hnmours : pray ye, do. 
Grief will not mend it ; nought can pleasure yon 
Biit patient suffering ; nor, by your grace's leave. 
Have you such cause to make such hue and cry 
After a husband ; you have not in good sooth. 
Yearly a child ! this payment is not bad. 
Content, fair queen, and do not think it strange, 
That kings do sometimes seek delight in change : 
For now and then, I tell you. poor men range. 
Sit down a httle, I will make you smile. 
Though I be now like to the snowy Alps, 
I was as hot as JS.iii& in my youth ; 
All fire, i' faith, true heart of oak, right steel — 
A ruffian, lady. Often for my sport 



>[Aref>uJC}'.] 
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I to a lodge of mine did make resort. 

To view my dear, I said ; dear God can tell, 

It was my keeper's wife whom I lov'd well. 

My countess (God be with her) waa a shrow, 

As women be, your majesty doth know ; 

And some odd pick-thank put it in her head. 

All was not well : but such a life I led, 

And the poor keeper and his smooth-fac'd wife. 

That, will 1, nill I, there she might not bide. 

But for the people I did well provide ; i 

And by God's mother, for my lady's spite, 

I trick'd her in her kind, I serv'd her right. 

Were she at London, I the country kept ; 

Come thither, I at London would sojourn ; 

Came she to coart, from court I straightway 

stepp'd ; 
Eetum, I to the court would back return. 
So this way, that way, every way she went, 
I still was retrograde, sail'd ' opposite : I 

Till at the last, by mildness and submisdon. 
We met, kiss'd, joined, and here left all suspicion. 
Queen. Now out upon yon, Vere : I would have 

thought 
The world ha<l not contain'd a chaster man. 

Ox. Now, by my fay, I will be sworn 1 am. 
In all I tell yon I confess no ill. 
But that I curb'd a froward woman's will : 
Yet had my keeper's wife been of my mintl. 
There had been cause some fault with us to find ; 
But I protest her noes and nays were such, 
That for my life she ever kept go much.* 
QtTEEN. You would take nay, but our King John 

says no ; I 

' [Old copy. Kld.l 

' [The printer has made hsToc with tlie lenae liere, irhicb 
cin only be goeaaed at from the conteiit. Perhaps for yo 
we ahould read Ood, in atluaion to the woman's protestn- 
tioni. Yet even then the paiaiige reads but Umely.] 
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No nay, no answer will suffice liis turn : 

He, for he cannot tempt true chaatity, 

Filla all the land with hostile cruelty. 

Is it not sliaute, he that should punieh ain, 

Defend the righteous, help the innocent, 

Carves with hia sword the purpose of his will 

Upon the guarders of the virtuous, 

And hunta admired, apotleas maidenhead 

With all the darts of desolation. 

Because she scometh to be dissolute I 

Me that he leaves, I do not murmur at ; 

That he loves her. doth no whit me l)eq>lex, 

If she did love him, or myself did hate ; 

But this alone is it that doth me vex : 

He leaves me that loves him, and her pursues, 

That loathes him and loves me. How can I 

choose 

But sadly grieve, and mourn in my green youth, 
When nor of her nor me he taketh ruth ! 

Ox. Ha' done, good queen : for God's good \on; 
ha' done : 
This raging humour will no doubt be stay'd. 
Virtuous Matilda is profess'd a nun ; 
Within a mile {at Dunmow) lives the maid. 
God will not suffer anything so vile ; 
"rie will not, sure, that he should her defile. 

Queen. No church nor chapel, abbey, nunnery. 
Ale privileg'd from his intemperance. 
But leave we him, and let us, I entreat, 
Go visit fair Matilda ; much I am 
In debt unto the maid. 

Ox. You are indeed ; 
You wrong'd her, when with blows you made her 

bleed. 

But if you please to visit her, fair dame, 
Our coach is ready : we will soon bo there. 

Queen. Thanks, Oxford ; and with us I mean 
to bear 
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The beauteous garland sent me out of Spain, 
Which I will offer in the abbey chapel, 
As witness of Matilda's chastity ; 
Wiom, while I live, I ever tow to love, 
III recompense of rash and causeless wrong. 



ACT V„ SCENE 1. 

Ettltr Brand toliu; wUh eup, buUlt o/poiioa. 

Brand. Good, by this hand 1 exceeding, passing 
good I 
The dog no sooner drank it, but yughl yugh! 

quoth he : 
So grins me with hie teeth, lies down and dies : 
Yugh ! quoth I : by God's blood, go thy ways. 
Of all thy line and generation. 
Was never do^ bo worahipp'd as thou art, 
For, ere thou died'st, thou wert an officer, 
I lie not, by these * nails : a squire's place ; 
For the vile cur liecame a countess's taster : 
So died the dog. Now in our next account 
The countess comes ; let's see, a countess and a 

nun : 
Why so, why so I 

What, would she have the whole world quite un- 
done) 
We'll mete^ her for that trick. What, not « 

kingl 
Hangings too good for her. I am but a plain 

knave. 
And yet should any of these " no forsooths," 
These pray-aways, these trip-and-goes, these tits, 

' [That Duy be rigbt ; but perliipB tlic luthor vrote kig. 
Bv hli— i.e.. G(nJ'8— nails, i« a very tommon oslh.] 
' li.r., Uete or meuurc oul a reward to her.] 
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Deny me, now by theBe— 

A pkgue upon this bottle and this cup, 

I cannot act mine otitli I bttt to't again — 

By these ton ends of flesh and blood ' I swear. 

First with this hand, woiiml thus about her huir, 

And with this dagger lustily lambeak'd ' — 

I would, i' faith, ay, by my villainy, 

1 would. — But here, but here she comes, 

Led by two doctors in sweet lechery. 

If they speed, with my poison I go by ; 

If not, have at you, utaid : then step In I. 

Enter MATILDA, 6riw«» lAe MONK and the Abbess.' 

Monk. And as I said, fair vaaiA, you have tioiie 
well, 
In your distress, to seek this holy place. 
But tell Die truly, how do you expel 
The rage of luat-arising beat in you 1 

Mat. By prayer, by fasting, by considering 
The shame of ill, and meed of doing well. 

Abb. But daughter, daughter, tell me in my ear, 
Have you no fleshly fightings now and then I 

[WliUper. 

Brand. Fleshly, quoth you, a maid of tliree- 
score years ) 
And fleshly fightings sticking in her teeth 1 
Well, wencb, tbou'rt match'd, i' faith. [vl»ic/r] 

Ab& You do confess the king has tempted you, 
And thinking now and then on gifts and state, 
A glowing beat bath proudly puffd you «p : 
But, thanks to God, his grace hath done yuu good. 

Monk. Who ) the king's grace i 



' [To Bwear b; the fitigen, or the ten commandment i, a 
thejr woe oltea culled, was a freqaenl oatb.] 
'[Old op;, lan^ck'd,] 
* The 4° Raj'B, hettatn the manJ; ami Iht nHn. 
VOL. VIII. U 
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Mat. No ; God's grace, holy monk 

Monk. The king's grace would fain do you good, 
fair maid. 

Mat. Ill-good : he means my fame to violate. 

Abb. Well, let that be. 

Brand. Good bawd, good mother B." 
How fain you would that that good deed should 
be! [Aiide.] 

Abb. I was about to say somewhat upon a 
tbrng : 
O, thua it is. 

Wo maids that all the day are occupied 
lu labour and chaste, hallow'd exercise, 
Are nothing bo much tempted, while day lasts, 
Aa we are tried and proved in the night. 
Tell me, Matilda, had you, since you came. 
No dreams, no visions, nothing worth the note I 

Mat. No, I thank God. 

Abb. Truly you will, you will, 
Except you take good heed, and bless yourself; 
For if I lie but on my hack awhile 
1 am, past recovery, sure of a bad dream. 
You see yon reverend monk : now, God he knows, 
I love liim dearer for his holiness, 
And I believe the devil knows it too ; 
For the foul fiend comes to me many a night. 
As like the monk, as if he were the man — 
Many a hundred nights the nuns have seen, 
Pray, cry, make crosses, do they what they can — 
Once gotten in, then do I fall to work. 
My holy-water bucket being near-hand, 
I whisper secret spells, and conjure him. 
That the foul fiend hath no more power to staud : 
He down, as I can quickly get him laid, 



■ [Quety, mother Sated ; or 
tbe time when this pW i 
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I bless myself, and like a holy maid, 

Turn on my right side, where I sleep all night 

'Without more dreams or troubling of the sprite. 

Brand. An abbess! By the ero.w of my good 
blade,^ 
An excellent mother to bring np a maid I 
For me, I mean, oud my good master John ; 
But never any for an honest maa [Cou<//u. 

Now, fie upon that word of honeaty. 
Passing my throat 't had almost choked me : 
'Sblood, I'll forswear it for this trick. \_A$iJe.] 

Monk. We trifle time. Fair maid, it's thus in 
brief: 
This abbey by your means may have relief ; 
An hundred marks a year. Answer, I pray, 
"What will you do herein f 

Mat. Even all I may. 

Abb. It's charitably spoken, my fair chUd : 
A little thing of yours, a little help, 
Will serve the turn : learn but to bear — to bear 
The burden of this world, and it will do. 

Brand. Well, go thy ways: is this no bawd, 
think you t [.in./.;.] 

Mat. Madam, the heavy burden of the world 
Hath long oppress'd me. 

Abb. But not press'd you right ; 
Now shall you bear a burden mr more light 

Mat, What burden- bearing 1 whereto tends 
thistaUtI 

Monk. To you, to ua, this abbey, and King 
John. 

Mat. God, forfend he should be thought upon ! 

Monk. Lady, make short : the king must lie 
with you, 

' To Rwear by the cross of the avord wu ■ rorj commoa 
practice, tud many inaUDceH are to be found in D, 0. V. 
bee «1bo Dotei Lo " Uunlot," act L sc. !>. 
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Mat. With me 1 with me t 

[First tumt to tlie MoxK, tftfn to tite Abbess. 
Abb. Sweet, never look so strange : 
Ho shall come cloBely,' nobody shall see. 
Mat. How can he come, bat One hath eyes to 

seel 
Monk. Your chamber-windows shall be sha- 
dowed. 
Mat, But no veil from my conscience shadows 

me. 
Abb. And all the nuns sent quietly to bed. 
Mat. But they will rise, and by my blushing 
red 
. Quickly give guess of my'lost maidenhead. 

Brand. She goes, i' faith : by God, she is their 
own ! [Jnrff, 

MoNiL Be not so nice, the sin is venial, 
Considering you yield for charity ; 
And by your fall the nunnery shall rise. 
Abb. Regard good counsel, daughter : pray, b« 

wise. 
Monk. Come, here's a atiri will't do, wendi t 

will it do 1 
Abb. Say ay, say ay ; forget the sound of do ; 
rtr else say no, and take it : " wilt thou so i 
Mat. Do you intend thus lewdly as you speak t 
Brand.* Ay, by Gog's blood, do they : and, 
moppet, you were best 
To take their proffers, lest, if they forsake you, 
I play the devil's part — step in, and take you. 

Mat. Some holy water ! help mo, blessed nuns ! 
Two dotuned spirits, in religious weeds, 
Attempt to tempt my spotless chastity; 



.r., Sccrellj, a Tcrj ci 



spplicBtloD of lbs word ii 



' [In alluBion Co tlie proverb. " Maidg saj naj, uid tske."l 
' Hern, according to vliat follows, Brand eiepa forward 
and addreuica Malildt, Hilberla,tie luu jpokeu oMt. 
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And a third devil, gaping for my soul, 
With horrid staringa ghastly frighteth mt<. 

Abb. You may 
Call while you will ; but, maid, list what we say. 
Or be aasur'd this ia your dying day. 

Mat. In his name that did suffer for my sin, 
And by this blsEsed sign, I conjure you. 

{Draim a crucijiJ'. 
Depart, foul fiends, and cease to trouble me. 

Brand. 'Zounds, she thinks us devils ! Hear 
you, conjuror. 
Except you use that trick to conjure down 
The standing spirit of my lord the king, 
Tliat your good mother there, the Abbess, uses 
To conjure down the spirit of the monk. 
Not all your crosees have the power to bless 
Your body from a sharp and speedy death. 

Mat. Are ye not £ends, but mortal bodies, 
then ) [Fttla (hem all. 

Brand. Maid, maid, catch lower when you feci 
young men. 
'Sblood, I was never taken for the devi! till now. 

ALlT. O, where shall chastity have true defence, 
AVhen churchmen lay this siege to innocence 1 
Where shall a mtiid Imve certain sanctuary, 
When Lady Lust rules all the nunnery 1 
Now fie upon ye both, false seeming saints, 
Incarnate devils, devilish hypocrites I 
A cowled monk, an aged veiled nun, 
Become false panders, and with lustful speech 
Essay the chaste ears of true maidenhead ! 
Now fie upon this age ! Would 1 were deail ! 

Monk. Come, leave her, lady : she shall have 
her wish. 

Abb. Speed her, I pray thee : should the bag- 
gage live, 
She'll sunder all the chaste nuns in the land. 

[£■«"«( Monk, Abbess. 
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BkAKD. Well, well, go ; get you two unto your 
conjuring ; 
Let me alone to lay her on Cod's ground. 

Mat. Why dost thou stay 1 

Brand. Why, maid, Irecause I must : 
1 have a message to you from the kbg. 

Mat. And thou art welcome to his hnmbln 

I thought thee to he grim and fierce at first. 
But now thou hust a sweet aspect, mild looks. 
Art thou not come to kill me from the king i 

Bkand. Yes. 

Mat, And thou art welcome; even the w.>l- 
com'st man 
That ever came unto a woful maid. 
Be brief, good fellow : I have in the world 
No goods to give, no will at all to make ; 
But God'a will and the king's on me be done ! 
A little money, kept to give in alms, 
I have about me : deathsman, take it all : 
Thou art the last poor almsman I shall see. 
Come, come, despatch ! What weapon will death 

wear. 
When he assails mc 1 Is it knife or sword, 
A strangling eord, or sudden flaming fire i 

Brand, Neither, thou manly maid. Look here, 
look here : 
A cup of poison. AVherefore doat thou smile I 

Mat. O God J in this the king is merciful : 
My dcar-lov'd Huntington by poison died. 
Good fellow, tell the king I thank his grace, 
And do forgive his causeless cruelty. 
I do forgive thee too, but do advise 
Thou leave this bloody course, and seek to save 
Thy soul immortal, closed in thy br«ast : 

[Hf give* it /t«r. 
Be brief, I pray you. Now, to King John's health 
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A full carouse ; • and, God, r«member not 
The curse he gave himself at Kobin's deatb, 
Wishing by poison he might end his liie, 
If ever he solicited my love. 
Farewell, good fellow. Now thy medicine works, 
And with the liiboiir I am forc'd to rest. 
Brand. 'Zuunds I she cares not : she makes 

deuth a JesL 
Mat, The guiltless fear not deatii. Farewell, 
good friend ; 
1 pray thee, be no trouble in my end. 

[I/e Uandi tlarini/ and quakiwj. 

EnUr Oxford, Qoeen, Abbess, AoendaiUs. 

Ox. And say you, Lady Abbess, that there came 
One from the king unto her 1 what was be % 
Abb. Vender he stands : I know not what he 

is. \StUt he ttaiuU tiaring. 

Queen. Jesus have mercy ! Oxford, come not 

nigh him. 
Ox. Not nigh him, madam ) yes : keep you 

away, 
Aca Come in, good queen ; I do not mean to 

stay, [Exit Abbess. 

Queen. Nor I to stir before I see the end.^ 
Ox. Why star'st thou thus ) speak, fellow ; 

■Who art thou ^ 

Brand. A bloody villain and a murderer ! 
A hundred have I slain with mine own hands. 



L 

L 



1 ScB Mr Oifford'i note on tbe words rouM and carouu in 
hU Hisainger, i. 239. It icould perhaps be difficult, Bti<l 
certainly needless, to add anything to it. 
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'Twas I that BtaiVd the Lady Bruce to death 
And her young son at Windsor Castle late : 
'Tib I have slaiu Matilda, blessed maid. 

And now will hurry to damnation's mouth, 
Forc'd by the gnawing worm of conscience, 

[J?«IM ■». 

Ox. Hold him, for God'a eake ! stay the des- 
perate wretch. 
Mat. 0, some good i»tying man compassioQate 
That wretched man, ao woful desperat* : 
Save liim, for God's sake ! he halh set me free 
From much world's woe, much wrong, much 
misery. 
Queen. I hear thy tongue, true perfect charity ! 
Chaste maid, fair maid, look up and speak to rae. 
Mat. Who's here 1 My gracious sovereign 
Isabel ! 
I will take strength and kneel. 

QuEKN. Matilda, ait ; 
I'll kneel to thee. Forgive mo, gentle girl, 
My most ungentle wrongs. 

Mat. Fair, beauteous queen, 
I give God thanks I do not think on wrongs. 
Ox. How now, Fitzwater's child ! How dost 

thou, girl I 
Mat. \Vell, my good Lord of Oxford ; pretty 
well : 
A Uttle travail ^ more, and I shall rest. 
For I am almost at my journey's end. 

tbat my head were rais'd a little up. 

My drowsy head, whose dim decaying lights 
Assure me it is almost time to sleep>, 

[Baite her head. 

1 thank your highness ; I have now some eaae. 
Be witness, I beseech your majesty, 

That I forgive the king with all my heart ; 

i [Labour, paiD.] 
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With all the little of my living heart, 
That gives me leave to say I tan forgive : 
And r beseech high heaven he long may live 
A happy king, a king belov'd and t'ear'd. 
(Jxford, for God's eate, to my father writ* 
The latest commendations of Ids child ; 
And say Matilda kept his honour's charge. 
Dying a spotless maiden undefil'd. 
Bid him be glad, for I am gone to joy, 
I, that did turn his weal to bitter woe. 
Tho king and he will quickly now grow friends. 
And by their friendship much content will grow. 
Sink, earth to earth ; fade, flower oniain'd to fade, 
But pass forth, soul, unto the shrine of peace ; 
Beg there atonement may be quickly made. 
Fair queen, kind Oxford, all good you attend. 
Fly forth, my soul, heaven's King be tiiere thy 
friend. [Z;i«. 

Ox. O pity-moving sight ! ' age pitiless ! 
Are these the messages King John doth send ) 
Keep in, my tears, for shame J your conduits keep. 
Sad woe-beholding eyes : no, will ye not t 
Why, then, a God's name, weep. [Sit. 

Queen, i cannot weep for ruth.* Here, here 1 
take in 
The blessed body of this noble maid : 
In milk-whitfi clothing let the same be laid 
Upon an open hier, that all may see 
King John's untimely lust and cruelty. 

[A'xfunt with the body. 

Ox. Ay, he it so ; yourselt, if so you please, 

' The reading of the old copf U — 

-Oh piln, niouradv iJghl I i«g pKilau I " 
Pitj/inoving it a commoo epithet, and we Gad it «fter<rar<U 
in this pUy uaed bj young Bruce — 

" My teui. aj praT«», tty pMiMMrmu DMni - 
' [Old copy, leral/. ]. 
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WOl I attend upon, anU both us wait 
On chaste Matilda's body, which with speed 
To Windsor Castle we will hence convey. 
There ie another epectacle of nith, 
Old Bnice's famish'd lady and her son. 

Queen. There is the king besieging of young 

His lords are there who, when they see this sight, 
I know will have small heart for John to fighL 

Ox. But where's the murderer, hat is not be 
stay'd 1 

Ser,' Borne with a violent rage he cUmVd a 
tree, 
And none of us could hinder his intent ; 
But getting to the top-boughs, fast be tied 
His garters to his neck and a weak branch ; 
Which being unable to sustain his weight, 
Down to the ground he fell, where bones and 

flesh 
Lie pash'd * together in & pool of blood. 

Ox. Alas for woe I but this is just heaven's doom 
On those that live by blood ; in blood they die. 
Make * an example of it, honest friends ; 
Do well, take pains, beware of cruelty. 
Come, madam, come : to Windsor let us go. 
And there to Bruco's grief add greater woe. 

[Exeunt 

' Thii Kmnt etiUired probably Jusl before Oxford'* qun- 
tion, bnt bis entniaM U not marked. 

* To paik, signiGea U> crush or dash to pieces. So in tlie 
" Virgin MartjT," act ii. an. 2 — 

See Bfr Oiffbnl'a not« upon this puuge, a 
the aame word in "Troilua and Creraida " 
' The *" hai it— 

but malx u cerl&iDly the true reading. 
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Enter Brdce upon l/ie urallt. 

Bruce. Will not my bitter baoningB ' aiid sad 
plaints, 
My just and execrable execrations, 
My tears, my prayers, my pity-moving moons 
Prevail, thou glorious bright lamp of the day, 
To cause thee keep an obit for tlieir souls. 
And dwell one month with the Antipodes t 
Bright sun, retire ; gild not this vault of death 
With thy illustrate rays : retire, retire. 
And yield black night thy empery awhile— 
A little while, till as my tears be spent. 
My blood be likewise shed in raining drops 
By the tempestuous rage of tyrant John. 
Learn of thy love, the morning : she hath wept 
Shower upon shower of silver-dewy tears ; 
High trees, low plants, and pretty little flowers 

» Witness her woe : on them her grief appears. 
And as she dripa on them, they do not let, 
By drop and drop, their mother earth to wet. 
See these hard stones, how fast small rivulets 
Issue from them, though they seem issueless, 
And wet-eyed woe on everything is view'd, 
Save in thy face, that smil'st at my distress. 
0, do not drink tliese tears thus greedily, 

■ ' Yet let the morning's mourning garment dwell 
H Upon the sad earth. Wilt thou not, thou churl I 
H Tlien surfeit with tliy exhalations speedily ; 

I be 

■ Lc 

■ >1| 

■ «h. 



Baiuiinyt are curnngi. Hundrctla of eiimplea might 
be added to Ihoee coUecud bj Steerens in a, note M " King 
Leu," kct ii. bc. 3. It ia a, tJDguI&r coincidence that ban, 
tlgnifjing a euru, and ban, a public notica of vuirriagr, 
should hare Ibc aame origin. 
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For all earth's venomous infecting worms 
Have belch'd their several poiaona on the fields. 
Mixing their aimples in thy compound draught. 
Well, Phojbua, well, drink on, I say, drink on ; 
But when thou dost nngorge thee, grant me this, 
Thon pour thy poisons on the head of John. 

DiuM. Enter CHESTER, MoWBRAY, Soldier*, at 

MM door : > Leicksteb, Kichuond, at another .- 
Soldurt. 

Bkpce, How now, my lords ! were ye last night 

so pleased 
With the beholding of that propert.y * 
Which John and other murderers have wrought 
Upon my starved mother and her son, 
That you are come again] Shall I again 
Se.t open shop, show my dead ware, dear-bought 
Of a relentless merchant, that doth trade 
On the red sea, swoll'n mighty with the blood 
Of noble, virtuous, harmless innocents \ 
Whose coal-black vessel is of ebony, 
Their shrouds and tackle (wrought and woven by 

wrong) 
Stretch'd with no other gale of wind hut grief. 
Whose sighs with full blasts beateth on her 

shrouds ; 
The master murder is, the pilot shame. 
The mariners, rape, theft and perjury ; 
The burden, tyrannous oppression, 
WTiicli hourly ho in England doth unlade. 
Say, shall I open shop and show my wares 5 
Lei. No, good Lord Bruce, we have enough of 

that. 



t 



1 The wordi, at one door, •« nMettury lo mike the ^ajge 

diraetion inUUigible. but tho; are nat found iu the oriRiiul. 

' [Hers uscil apparently id tho uousual sciuc of jccnt.] 



A 
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Dmra. Knttr KiNG, Hdeekt, SddUn. 
King. To Windsor welcome, Hubert. Koft. 



IJruce and our lonla are at a parley now % 

BR0CB. Chester and Mowbray, you are Jolin's 
sworn friends ; 
Will jou see more 1 speak, answer me. my lords. 
I am no niggard, you shall have your fill. 

Both. We have too much, and surfeit with the 
woe. 

Bruce. Are you all full ? there comes a ravening 
kite, 
That both at quick, at dead, at all will smite. 
He shall, he must ; ay, and by'r Lady, may 
Command me to give over holiday, 
And set wide open what you would not see. 

King. AVhy stand ye, lords, and see this traitor 
Itercb'd 
Upon our castle's battlements so proud I 
Come down, young Bruce, set ope the castle-gAtts ; 
Unto thy sov'reign let thy knee be bow'd, 
And mercy shall be given to thee and thine, 

Bruce. O miserable thing ! 
Comes mercy from the mouth of John our king I 
Why then, belike, hell will be pitifuL 
I will not ope the gates — the gate I will : 
The gate where thy shame and my sorrow sits. 
See my dead mother and hsr famish'd son ! 

[Oi>ent a casenuat, tlioiciHtf ike dead bodiu wilJiin.] 
Open thy tyrant's eyes, for to the world 
I will lay open thy fell eruelties. 

Kino. We heard, indeed, thy mother and her son 
In prison died by wilful famishment. 

Brdck. Sin doubled upon sin ! Slander's! thou 
tiie dead I 



Unwilling willingness it shall appear, 

S" then I have produc'd, as I will do, 
e just presumptions 'gainst your unjust aet. 
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Kino. Assail the castle, lords ! alarum, drums ! 
And drown this Bcreech-owrs cries with your deep 
Bounds. 

Lei. I tell thee, drummer, if thy drum thou 
smite, 
By heav'n, I'll send thy soul to hell'a dark night. 
Hence irith thy drum ! God's passion, get thee 

hence ! 
Begone, I say ; move not iny patience. 

[Exit drum. 

King. Are you advised, Leicester, what you do T 

Lei. I am advised ; for, my sovereign, know. 
There's not a lord here wUl lift up his arm 
Against the person of yon noble youth, 
TOI you have heard the circumstantial truth, 
By good presumptions, touching this foul deed. 
Therefore, go on, young Bruce ; proceed, refel > 
The allegation that puts in this doubt, 
\VTiether thy mother, through her wilfulness, 
Famish'd herself and her sweet aon, or no. 

Bruce. Unlikely supposition : nature first deaies 
That any mother, when her youngling cries, 
If she have means, is so unnatural 
To let it faint and starve. But we will prove 
She had no means, except this moaiiful mean. 
This torture of herself. Come forth, come forth, 
Sir William Blunt, whom slander says I slew : 
Come, tell the king and lords what you know tnie. 

Ewler Sir WILLIAM Blunt [on the teallt.] * 
KiKG. Thou hast betra/d our castle. 



1 Thia lice ii quoted b; St«ereni in ■ note t 
for Heuure," acl v. ic. 1, t« prors thst the 
Tf/el is re/u/t 

* Sir WUliua Blnnt's entrance is not marked 
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Blunt. No : God can teU, 
It was surpria'd by politic report. 
And affirmntion that your grace was slain. 

KiCH. Go on, Sir William Blunt : 
Pass briefly to the lady's famishment. 

Blunt. About some ten days since there came 
one Brand, 
Bringing a signet from ray lord the king, 
And this commission, signed with his hand, 

[Lordi look, and read the ihinj. 
Commanding rae, as the contents express, 
That J should presently deliver up 
The Lady Bruce and her youog son to him. 

Mow, What time o' day was this? 

Blunt. It was, Lord Mowbray, somewhat past 
eleven, 
For we were even then sitting down to dine. 

Lel But did ye dine t 

Blunt. The lady and her son did not. 
Brand would not stay. 

Bruce. No, Leicester, no ; for here is no such 

Of any meat's digestion. 
Rich, But, by the way, tell us, I pray you. 
Blunt, 
\Vhile she remain'd with you, was she dis- 
traught 
With grief, or any other passions violent ! 

Blunt. She now and then would weep, and often 
pray 
For reconcilement 'twixt the king and Ionia. 
Ches. How to her sou did she affected 

standi 
Blunt. Affection could not any more affect ; 
Nor might a mother show more mother's love. 
Mow. How to my lord the king ] 
Blunt. O my Lord God ! 
I never knew a subject -love king more. 
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She Dever would bliii* telling, how his grace 
Sav'd her youcg soa from soldiers and from fire ; 
Uow fair he spake, gave her tier son to keep : 
And then, poor lady, she would kiss hec boy. 
Fray for the kin g so hearty earnestly, 
That in pure zeal she wept most bitterly. 

King. I weep for her, ami do by heaven protest. 
I honour'd Bruce's wife, howe'er that slave 
Rudely effected what I rashly will'd. 
Yet when he came again, and 1 bethought 
What bitter penance I had put them to 
For my conceiv'd displeasure 'gainst old Bruce, 
I bad the villain post and bear them meat : 
Which he excus'd, protesting pity mov'il l uTn 
To leave wine, breibd, and oUier powder'd tnent,' 
More than they twain could in a fortnight eat. 

BmwT. Indeed, tliia can I witness with the king. 
Which argues in that point his innocence : 
Brand did bear in a month's provision, 
But lock'd it, like a villain, far from them ; 
And lock'd them in a place, where no man's enr 
Might hear their lamentable woful moans; 
For all the issue, both of vent and light, 
Came fi-om a loover^ at the tower's top, 
Till now Lord Bruce made open this wide g^^i. 

* To blin U to ecate, Mii in this sense it ii met with in 
Spenser and otbcr poetM. Mr Todd informs ns that it ia 
still in use in the nortli of England. Ban Jihimiii, in hia 
" Ssd Shepherd,'' coarerlj tba verb into ■ substuttire, 
'" wilhoulon blin." 

' Poicilrr'd is the old vord for ealted : il is in tUis unM 
Shakespeure makes Falataffuse it, when be uj's; "If 7011 
embowL'l me lo-dnj, I'U give you loare to powdtr me and 
eat me lo-morroir." 

' i.e., touveH or opening — 

" N'l- irghtDot m wlUi wlndoT dot irltb Ioht, 
But vlth cDTitiD^l] «Ddlc-1iEliL" 

— Spenser's "Faerie Queene," b. Ti. c. x. 
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Bruce. Had I uot reaaoa, tbiuk you, to make 

The wiudow, that should let so much woe forth t 
Where sits my mother, martyr'd by herself. 
Hoping to save her child from martyrdom t 
Where stands my brother, martyr'd by himaelf. 
Because he would not taste his mother's blood 1 
For thus I gather tbia : — my mother's teeth and 

chin 
Are bloody with the savage cookery 
Which her soft heart, through pity of her son, 
liespectleES made her practise on herself; 
And her right hand, with offering it the child, 
Is with her own pure blood etain'd and defil'd. 
My little brother's lips and chin alone 
Are tainted with the blood ; but his even teeth, 
Like orient pearl or snow-white ivory. 
Have not one touch of blood, one tittle spot : 
Which is an argument the boy would not 
Once stir his lips to taste that bloody food 
Our cruel-gentle mother minister'd : 
But as it seem'd (for see liis pretty palm 
Is blooiiy too) he cast it on the ground. 
For on this side the blessed relics lie. 
By famine's rage divided from this shrine. 
Sad woful mother in Jerusalem I 
Who, when thy son and thou didst faint for food. 
Buried his sweet flesh in tby hungry womb. 
How merciless wert thou, if we compare 
Thy fact and this I For my poor lady mother 
Did kill herself to save my dying brotlier ; 
And tliou, ungentle son of Miriam, 
Why ilidst thou beg life when thy mother lack'd ? 
My little brother George did nobly act 
A more courageous part : he would nob eat, 
Nor bog to live. It aeem'd he did not cry : 
Few tears stand on bis cbeek, smooth is each 
eye; 
VOU VIII. X 
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But wLen he saw my mother bent to die, 
He died with her. childish valiancy — 
King. Good Bruce, have done. My heart can* I 

not contain I 

The grief it holds : my eyes muat show'r down I 

rain. 
Lei. Which showers are even as good 
As rain in harvest, or a swelling flood 
When neighbouring meadows lack the mower'aJ 

scythe, 

A march for burial, uilh drvm and fife. Enter j 
Oxford. Matilda borw viUh vun», 
carrying a white pendant — thtK teonft written in I 
polil: " Amorit Cattitatit et Honori* Honas," 
The Queen following the bier, carrying a gar- ' 
land offlowerg. Set it in the -mxtiit of the stagt. 1 

Rich. List,LeiceBter: hear'st thou not a motuit- 
ful march ? 

Lei. Yes, Richmond, and it seemeth old De Vere. J 

Ox. Lords, by your leave, is not our sovereign 1 
here) 

King. Yes, good old Aubrey, 

Ox Ah, my gracious lord ! 
That you so much your high state should neglect 1 I 
Ah ! God in heaven forgive this bloody deed I 
Y'oung Bruce, young Bruce, I weep 
Thy mother and thy brother's wrong ; 
Yet to afflict thee more, more grief I bring. 

BrL'ce. O honourable Auberj- de Vere, 
Let sorrow in a sable suit appear : 
Do not misshape her garment like delight ; 
If it bo grief, why cloth'st thou her in white I 

Ox. I cannot tell thee yet : I must sit down. 
Attend, young Bruce, and listen to the queen ; 
She'll not be tongue-tied : we shall have a stir 
Anon, I fear, would make a man half-sick. 
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Queen. Are you here, lecher 1 intemperate 

king! 
Wilt thou not see me 1 Come, come, show your 

face, 
Your grace's gracelcBs, king's unking]y face. 
What, mute J hands folded, eyes tix'd on the 

earth t 
^Vhose turn is next now to be murdered ( 
The fnmish'd Bniceg are on yonder side. 
On this, another I will name anon ; 
One for whose head this garland I do bear, 
And this fair, milk-white, spotless pendant too. 
Look up, King John ! see, yonder aits thy shame ; 
Yonder it lies 1 what, must I tell her name t 
It is Matilda, poisoned by thee. 

Kino. MatiJda ! O that foul swift-footed slave. 
That kills, ere one have time to bid him save ! 
Fair, gentle girl, ungently made away, 

Bruce. My baniah'd uncle's daughter, art thou 

there 1 

Then I defy all hope, and swear 

Lei. Stay, Bruce, and listen well what oath to 

swear. 
Louis the Dolphin, pitying our estate, 
Is by the Christian king hia father sent 
With aid to help us, and is landed too. 
Lords, that will fly the den of cruelty. 

And fight to free yourselves from tyranny ' 

Bruce, Keep that castle to the only use 
Of our elected king, Louis of France. 

Ox. God's passion 1 do not so ; King John ia 

here ! 
Lords, whisper not with Leicester ! Leicester, fie ! 
Stir not again regardless mutiny. 



1 The HtiSD ii incomplete here : perhip« n line hu been 
St, or I.eireater sudcienly reeolleoU that Bmee biB poB«ea- 
OQ of Wtadsor Cutle. unii warns him not to relinquUb it. 
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Speak to them, Hugh:' I know tbou lov'st the king. 
Madam, go to thetii ; nay do, for God'a sake, do E 
Down with your stomach,' for if he go down. 
You must down too, and be no longer queen : 
Advise you ; go, entreat tlieni speedily. 
My sovereign, wherefore sit you sighing there 1 
The lords are all about to follow Louis ; 
Tip and entreat tlium, else they will away. 

King. Good Oxford, let them go. Why should i 
they stay ! 

Ox. Wliat, are ye desperate 1 That raust not be. 
Hear me, my lords. [All Hand in couneU, 

King. This pendant let me see, 
Amoria C<utitatit et Honoru llonot. 
She was, indeed, of love the honour once,' 
When she was lov'd of virtuous Huntington : 
Of chastity the honour all her life ; 
To impure thoughts she never could he won : 
And she of honour was the honour too. 
By birth and life * she honour lionoured. 
Bring in two tapers lighted : quick, deapabcfa 1 

Lei. Eemember, Bruce, thy charge. Come, 
lords, away I 

All hut Oxford and Hubert. Away ! we will 
away. [Bring in tteo tekitt taptrt,, 

' Ad sbridgmcnt of lIvUH, apparenllj for the suke of Ihe 

* [i.t.. Spleen, indignation.] 

* In tbis line there is, in Ihe oM cof;, a curious and 
nbmuB mieprint ; it bImiiIb in ilie 4"— 

■-She vBi Indeed ol Lankan tbt Jionour ontc." 

ioatcad of— 

Thv ting ia trunalating and commcniing on Ibe motlo on 
the pendant, sa is (|ulte evident from Ihe manner in ubiett' 
lie proceedi. IScsidcB, the meuure requires a word of om 
HjUable. 

* [Uld copy, in. lifi.] 
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Ox. Hark, Leicester, but ono word : a little 
stay. 
Help me, good Hubert I help me, gentle queen ! 

[Affain eimfer} 
Kino. How dim these tapers bum ! tliey give 
no light. 
Hero were two beauteoiia lamps, that could have 

taught 
The sun to shine by day, the moon by night ; 
But they are dim, too, clean extinguished. 
Away with these, sitli those fair lights be dead ! 

Ox. And. as I say — hark, Bruce, unto our talk — 
Think you it is, for love of England Louis comes? 
Nay, France ia not so kind ; I would it were. 
Advise yourselves. Hark, dost thou hear me, 
Bruce I 
Bbdcb. Oxford, I do. 

Ox. Can noble Englisli hearts bear the French 
yokel 
No, Leicester : Richmond, think on Louis' sire. 
That left you and your king in Palestine. 
Queen. And think, beside, you know not Louis'.i 
nature. 
Who may be as bad aa John, or, rather, worse 
Than he. 

Hub. And look, my lords, upon his silent woe; 
His sold is at the door of death, I know. 
See how he seekd to suck, if he could draw 
Poison from dead Matilda's ashy lips. 
I will be sworn his very heart-string nips, 
A vengeance on that slave, that cursed Brand ! 
I'll kill him, if I hve, with this right hand. 

Ox. Thou canst nut, Hubert- he hath kill'd 
himself — 
But to OUT matter. Leicester, pray thee speak. 

eoiincil u before, nbile t)ie 
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Young Bruce, for God's sake, let us kiiow thy i 
mind. 

Bruce. I would be loth to be a stranger's slave : | 
For England's love, I would no French king have. 

Lei, Well, Oxford, if I be deceiv'd in John i 

It'a 'long of you, Lord Hubert, and the queen. 
Yield up the custle, Bruce : well once mure try 
King John's proceedings. Ojtford, tell him so. 
[Oxford guet to the King, Joa hi» duty, a 
talla with him. 
Bruce. I will come down. But first farewell, j 
dear mother, [A'ljw her. > 

Farewell, poor little George, my pretty brother ! 
Now will I shut my shambles in again : 
Farewell, farewell ! [Closes the eatemtnt. 

In everlasting blisa your sweet souU dwell 
Ox But you must mend, i' faith ; in faith you 

must.' 
Lei. My lord, once more your subjects do suli- 
mit. 
Beseeching yon to think how things have pasa'd ; 
And let some comfort shine on us, your fneude. 
Through the bright splendour of your virtuous 
life. 
RiNO. I thank you all ; and, Leicester, I protest, 
I will be better than I yet have been. 
Bruce. Of Windsor Castle here the keys I i 
yield. I 

King. Thanks, Bruce: forgive me, and I pray \ 
thee see 
Thy mother and thy brother buried 

[Bruce offers to kitt Matilda. 
In Windsor Castle church. Do, kisa her cheek : 
Weep thou on that, on this side I will weep. 

) the king, iritb whom 
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Queen, Chaste virgin, thua I isrown thee with 
these flowers. 

KiNQ. Let us go on to Diinmow with this miiiJ : 
Among the hallow'd nana let her be liud. 
Unto her tomb a monthlj pilgrimage 
Doth King Jolm vow, in penance for this wrong. 
Go forward, maids ; on with Matilda's hearse, 
And on her tomb see you engrave this verse, 

"Within this marble moniunent doth lie 
Matilda, martyr'd for her chastity." [Extiutt. 

Epilogus. 

Thus is Matilda's stoiy shown ia act. 
And rough-hewn out by an uncunning hand : 
Being of the most material points compact, 
That with the certain'st state of truth do stand. 
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EDITION 



A Pleasant C'l/niu'ie, a/icmiag the mniention hetiti 
Liberalitie and ProAigalitle. As it via* playd iefore 
her JIaiatie. London Printed bi/ Simon Stafford for 
(•forge Vineent, and are to be lold at lAe ligiie of the 
Hand in hand in Wood-etrcet aecr againtt S. Michtui* 
Church. 1602. 4°. 

The copy of Urn plaj in the Uurrick coUeclioa 
apjtears to be thi; only one known, and from that soiirt^e 
it is now for the first lime reprinted. Mr Collier 
(Hist Engl. Dram. Poetr., ii. 318) points out that there 
ja intcmal evidence, ^m the allusion to tlie 43d 
year of Queen Eliiiabeth, thot tiie production was per- 
formed before her Mtyesty in 1600 ; and it seems likely 
that it was a revival of a more ancient piece. Th« 
writei juat quoted remarks that a play, called " Prodi- 
gality," was exhibited at Court in 1568 (ihid. note). 
Philips, author of tlie "Theatnira Poetacum," iu 
assigning it to Greene, fiiUowed eillier some traditioa 
of the time or his own whim. ; bat he ia not a trniit- 
wortLy autltority ; and his article ou Greene is ae- 
Buredly as puerile and absurd a petfonnance as could be 
imagined. 

In the prologue, the vrriter refers to childith j/tart, 
presumably his own, and perhaps the "Contention" 
was a youthful effort. Moreover, from the (not very 
appropriate) introduction of Latin terms hen and there, 
it is allowable to suspect that the author was preparing 
to graduate in arts, if he had not done so. 




THE PROLOGUE, 

The proverb is, How many men, w mnni/ mindt. 

Which makebh proof Iiow hard a thing it is. 

Of flundry minds to please the sundry Idnds. 

In which respect I have inferred this. 

That where men's minds appear so different, 
No phty, uo part, can all alike content. 

The grave Divine c^s for Divinity : 
The civil student for Philosophy : 
The courtier craves some rare sound history : 
The baser sort, for knacks of pleasantry. 
So every sort desireth specially, 
What thing may best content his fantasy. 

liut none of these our barren toy affords. 

To pulpits wo refer Divinity : 

And matters of estate to Council boards. 

Aa for the quirks of sage Philosophy, 

Or points ol squirriliting scurrility. 

The one we shun, for childish years too rare, 
Th'other unfit for such aa present are. 

But this we bring is but to serve the time, 
A poor device to pass the day withal : 
To loftier pointa of skill we dare not climb, 
I,*at (perking over-high) with shame we tall. 

Such as doth best beseem auch as we be. 

Such we present, and crave your courtesy. 

That courtesy, that gentleness of yours, 
Which wonted is to pardon faults of ours : 
Which granted, we have all that we require ; 
Your only favour, only our desire. 

THE END OF THK PROLOGUK 



THE SPEAKERS. 

The Pbologue. 

Vanitt, Fortune* s chief servant 

Prodioalttt, suitor for Money, 

PosTiiJON, his servant. 

Host. 

Tenacitt, suitor for Money. 

Dandaline, the hostess. 

Tom Toss. 

Dick Dicer. 

Fortune. 

Master Monet, Iter son. 

Virtue. 

Equity. 

Liberality, chief steward to Virtue. 

Captain Well-done. 

Courtier. 

Lamb Soldier. 

Constables, \nlh Hue and Cry. 

Tipstaves. 

Sheriff. 

Clerk. 

Crier. 

Judge. 

Epilogue. 



THE COSTENTION BETWEEN 
I.IBERAUTV AND PKODIGALITY. 



BiiUr Vanity toltu, all infeaUien. 

In words to make ileacription of my uame. 
My nature or conditions, were but voiu ; 
Sith this attire so plainly shows the same. 
As sliowed cannot be in words more plain. 
For lo, thus roundabout in feathers djght, 
Doth plainly figure mine inconstancy : 
As feathers, liglitof mind ; of wit as light, 
Subjected still to mutability, 
And for to paint me forth more properly, 
Beltold each feather decked gorgeously 
With colours strange in such variety, 
As plainly pictures perfect vanity. 
And so I am, tu pat you out of doubt, 
Etch vanity wholly ; within, without : 
In head, in heart : in all parts rounilaliout ; 
But whence I come, and why I hither i-ome. 
And upon whom I daily do attend, 
In brief, to show you in a Uttle sum, 
My special meaning is, and bo an end. 
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I came from Fortune, my most sovereign datne. 
Amongst whose chiefest eervants I am one : 
Fortune, that earthly goddess great of name. 
To whom all suits I do prefer alone. 
She, minding in this place forthwith t' appear. 
In her moat gorgeous pomp and princely port, 
Sends me to see all things in presence here, 
Prepar'd and furnish VI in the bravest sort. 
Hero viU she mount this stately sumptuous throne, 
As she is wont to hear each man's desire : 
And whoso wins her favour by his moan. 
May have of her the thing he doth require. 
And yet another dame there is, her enemy, 
'Twixt whom remains continual emulation : 
Virtue who, in respect of Fortune's sovereignty. 
Is held, God wot, of simple reputation ; 
Vet hither comes (poor bouI) in her degree. 
This other seat half-forced to supply ; 
But 'twjxt their state what difference will bo. 
Yourselves shall judge and n-itness, when you sen. 
Therefore I must go deck up handsomely, 
What l>est beseems Dame Fortune's dignity. 



SCENE II. 
/inter pRoniGAi.rry, PasTiLlON, and Host. 

Prod. Postilion, stay, thou drugg'st on like an 
ass. 
Lo, here's an Inn, which I cannot well pass : 
Here will we bait, and rest ourselves awhile. 

Post. Why, sir, you have to go but dx small 
mile; 
The way is fair, the moon shines very bright. 
Best now go on, and then rest for all night. 

Prod. Tush, Postil, fair or foul, or far or near. 
My weary bones must needs be rested here. 
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Poi9T, 'Tis but a paltry inD, there's no good cheer ; 
Vet shall you pay for all things passing dear. 
Prod. I care not for all that : I love mine ease. 
Post. Well, bit, a God'a name, then do ivliat 

you please : 
Prod, Knock, then, at the gate. 
Post. Ho, wWa at home? hostler, chamber- 
lain, tapster ? 
Ho! take in gentlemen. Knave, slave, host, 
hostess, ho ! L^'Pi >'"?• fip, ''o/'- 

What, is there noue that UDSivers? Tout a la 

mort I 
Sir, you must make eutrancB at some other port : ' 
For here's no passage. 

Prod. NoI let me come; Pll knock a little 

Here must I in ; for sure I will no farder, 

[Hip, rap, rap. rap. 
Ho ! who dwells here? [Rip, rap, rap}. I'll call 
on the women another while. Ho ! butter- wench, 
dairy-maid, nurse, laimdress, cook, host, hostess, 
anybody, ho ! 

Host. Who's there I 

Prod. Up, air, with a horse night^;ap! what, 
are ye all in a drunken dream ! can ye not hear ) 

Post. Not a word more ! he is fast asleep again, 
I fear. What, ho ) 

Host, How now? 

Prod. How nowl now the devil take thee '. 
Can calling, nor knocking, nor nothing, awake thee ? 

Host. Now, sir, what lack ye J 

Prod. Lodging, 

Host. What are you? 

Prod. Gentlemen. Seest thou not I 

Host. Whence come ye ? 

Prod. What skills that ? open the gate. 

Host. Nay, soft a whUe, 1 am not wont so late 
To take in guests, I like ye not : away. 
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pROi). Niiy, Btay awhile, mine boat ; I pray 
thee, stay. 
Open the gate, I pray thee heartily, 
Aud what we take we will pay thee royally. 

Host. And would ye have lodging then I 

Prod. Yea, rather than my life, 

Host. Then stay a while ; I'll first go ask my 
wife. 

Prod. Nay, nay, semi her rather to me : 
If ehe be a pretty wench, we shall soon agree. 

Post. Now a bots' on him and his wife both 
for me I [A nJe. 

Host. Then you would have lodgings belike, sir % 

Prod. Yea, I pray thee come quickly. 

Host, What's your name, and please you % 

Prod, Prodigality. 

Host. And will you indeed spend lustily I | 

Prod. Yea, that I wilL I 

Host. Aud take that ye find patiently? 

PiiOD. What else 1 \ 

Host. And pay what I ask willingly I 

I'rod. Yea, all reckonings unreasonably. 

Host. Weil, go too ; for this once I am contest 
to receive ye : come on, eir, I daresay you are al- 
most weary. 

Prod. Thou may'st swear it \^Ereunf. 



SCENE HI. 
EnUr Virtue and Equity. 



( I dangerous race of man, unnitty, fond and blind t J 
< ( wretched worldlings, subject to all miaery, 
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When fortune is the prop of your pros])erity '. 
Can you so soon forget, tliat you have leam'd of 

yore 
The grave divine precepta, the sacred wholesome 

lore. 
That wise philosophers with painful industry 
Have ' written and pronounc'd for man's felicity ( 
Wlulome [it] hath been taught, that Fortune's hohl 

is tickle ; 
She bears a double face, disguised, false and 

fickle, 
Full fraaghted with all sleights, she playeth on thf 

pock; 
On whom she smileih most, she tumeth most U> 

wrack. 
The time hath been, when Virtue had* the sovt-- 

reiguty 
Of greatest price, and pWd in chiefest dignity : 
But topCT'-turvy now the world is tum'd about : 
Proud Fortune is prefeiT"d, poor Virtue cleaa 

thrust out. 
Man's sense so dulled is, so all things come In 

pass, 
Above the massy gold f esteem the brittle glass. 
Eq. Madam, have patience. Dame Virtue nuiNt 

sustain, 
ITntil the heavenly powers do otherwise ordain. 

ViR. Equity, for my part, I envy not her state. 
Nor yet mislike the meanneas of my simple 

rate. 
Bat what the heavens assign, that do I still think 

Jly fame was never yet by Fortune's frown opprest : 
Here, therefore, will I rest in this my homely bower, 
With patience to abide the storms of every shower, 

[g""". 

' [Old copy, hiHl] ' [Old copy, hiU/,.] 
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SCENE IV. 

£iUfr Tenacity and Vanity [stvcrallif, ami u 
Kfinff eaeli other at Jiret' ] 

Ten. By Gog's bores, these old stumps ara I 
atark tired. 
Chave here rouudabout for life conquired, 
Wliere any posting nags were to be hired, 
And call get none, would they were all vired ! " 
Chain come too late for Money, I hold a penny. 
Suitors to Fortune there are so many ; 
And all for Money, chill gage a round sum : 
Money is gone, before Tenacity come. 
Then am I dress'd even to my utter sbatno : 
A fool retum'd, like as a fool I came. 
Cham sure chave come vorty miles and twenty. 
With all those bags you see and wallets empty : 
But when chave sued to Vortune vine and dainty, 
Icli hope to vill them up with money plenty : 
But here is one, of whom ich will conquire, 
Whilk way che might attain to ray desire. 
God speed, my zon. 

Van. What, father Crust, whither post you so 1 
fast) I 

Ten. Nay, bur lady, zon, ich can make no haste, | 
Vor che may say to thee, cham tired clean. 

Van. More shame for you, to keep your a 
lean! 
But whither go you now 1 

Ten. To a goodly lady, whom tliey call her J 
Vortune. 

Van. And wherefore 1 

' [The inn, 

Eosed to remB 
nocks al tlie I 
'[Fired I] 
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Ten. For money, zon, but ich vear che come too 

late. 
Van. Indeed, it seemeth by tliy beggar's state, 
Thou hast need of money; but let me hear, 
How or by whom think'st thou to get this gear t 
Ten. Chill speak her vair, chill make low cursy. 
Van. That's somewhat; but how wilt thou 

come at her 1 
Ten. Bur lady, zon, zest true; there lies the 
matter : 
Chill make some friend. 
Van. Whom? 
Ten. Some man of hers, that near her doth 

attend. 
Van. Wbo is that 1 

Ten. Ich know not ; chud that ^ inqueer of tliee : 
And therefore, if thou knowest, tell it me. 

Van. Wbat, in such haste, forsooth, so suddenly : 
And BO good cheap, without reward or feel 
Ten. Poor men, dear zon, must crave of cour- 
tesy: 
Get I once money, thou ahalt rewarded be. 
Van. Go to, then, 111 tell thee; his name is 

Vanity. 
Ten. And where is a 1 
Van, No more ado : ask but for Vanity. 
Keward bim well, he'll help thee to money. 
Ten. But where T 
Van. "Why, here in this place : this is Lady 

Fortune's palace. 
Ten. Ib this ) Ah, goodly Lord, how gay it is ! 
Now hope I sure of money not to miss. 
So law, my zon, ich will go rest myself a while. 
And come again. [£xit. 

Van. Do so. Now sure this coiatrel makes me 
smile, 

■ [Old oopT, Am.] 



])rtll SI) ( 
Posi'. llow ji()\\, -inah, Avliat lark v»>u .' 

l*uST. Lodging i there is hoik* : all is full. 

Ten. How so 1 

Post. Ta*en up by gentlemen long ago. 

Ten. Let me yet have soma room for mine as& 

Post. Annus super asinum^ volitcUe adfwrioLM I 

Host. Who is that thou protest therewithal t 

Post. Look forth and see : a lubber, &t^ great 
and tall, 
Upon a tired ass, bare, short and smaU. 

Host. Ho, ho ! 'tis Tenacity, my old acquaintance, 
And to my wife of near alliance. 
Father Tenacity ! 

Ten. Mine host, God speed ! 
How do you 1 Take in, ostler. 

Ostler. Anon, sir. 

Host. Chamberlain, wait upon my kindred here. 

Cham. I will, sir. 



SCENE V. 
Enter MoNEY and, VANITY 

Tlu Song, 
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Monty tfu mtnioti, the tprtng of all joy ; 
Money, tbt maliei'u that heals eadi anuoit; 
Money, the jetael that wan keep* in store; 
Money, tite idol that women adore I 
Tiial 31onty am I, the fountain of blta, 
Whereof whoso taiteth, doth never amits. 
Money, moneff, money .' 
Sing Money, Money, Money / 



sing merrily, 
Being, as I am, in such felicity : 
The God of this world, eo mighty of power, 
As makes men, and mars men, and all in on hour I 
Yea, where I am, is alt prosperity. 
And where I want, is nought but misery. 

Vam. Money saith reason ; for bo doth it fait. 
Money makes masteries, old proverbs declare. 
But, Money, of Fortune, our sovereign dame. 
What news 1 

Money. Marry, sir, of purpose I hither 

To let thee know she will forthwith be here : 
And lo ! already, see, she doth appear. 

Van. 'Tia true ; now must I show my diligence. 
Down, ladies, stoop ; do your reverence. 



SCENE VI. 

Jinlrr FoRTTNE, IB Aw chari'it dravm inth Kin;;ii. 

The SmiQ. 

Reverence, do reverence; fair dames, do reverence 
Unto this goddess great, do humble reverence .• 
JDo hiimUe ri 



^\ // / /'/'(/(''',< t'lVK tn //lis- /'S /jUS>7'//. 

hi ft r('ll('\ (iff /'' t'r/V /ir- . 

Foil. Kcport luith .sproiul, that Virtue luTf iii 
place 
Arrived is, her silly court to hold ; 
And therefore I am come with faster pace, 
Tencounter her, whose countenance is so bold. 
I doubt not but by this my pompous shew. 
By vestures wrought with gold so goreeoualy : 
By reverence done to me of high and low : 
By all these ornaments of bravery, 
By this my train, that now attends me so : 
By kings, that hale my chariot to and fro, 
Fortune is known the queen of all renown : 
That makes, that mars ; sets up and throws adowiL 
Well is it known, what contrary effects 
'Twixt Fortune and dameVirtue liath been wrought : 
How still I her contemn, she me rejects ; 
I her despise, she setteth me at nought : 
So, as great wars are grown for sovereignty, 
And strife as great *twixt us for victory. 
Now is the time of trial to be had. 
The place appointed eke in presence here. 
So as the truth to all sorts, good and bad. 
More clear than li^ht shall presently appear. 
It shall be seen, wnat Fortune's power can do, 
When Virtue shall be forc'd to yield thereto. 

Ti. -.1.-11 1 1 ir:-i...-. i. i.:j- 
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Then Fortune shall advance herself before, 
All harms to help, all losses to restore. 
But why do I myself thus long restrain 
From executing thia I do intend ? 
Time posts away, and words they be but vaiii ; 
For deeds (indeed) our quarrel now must end. 
Therefore in place I will no longer stay 
But to my stately throne myself convey. 

Utverenct, due revere itrt. 



ACT II., SCENF, I. 

Enter LIBERALITY, 

How seldom is it seen, that Virtue is regarded, 
Or men of virtuous sort for virtuous deeds re- 
warded! 
So wonts the world to pamper those that nought 

deserve, 
Whiles such as merit best, without relief do starve. 
Great imperfections are in some of greatest skill. 
That colours can discern [not], white from black, 

good from ill. 
blind affects of men, hOw are you led awry, 
To leave assured good, to like frail Vanity ! 
If some of Virtue s train, for prince and country's 

To show their faithful hearts, shall liaEard life and 

And guerdonless depart, without their due reward, 
Bniatl is th' encouragement, the example very hard. 
Where any well deserve, and are rewarded well, 
Where prince and people both in safety sure do 

Where he that truly serves, hath nothing for hU 
pain, 



S44 



CONTENTION BETWEEN 



More hearts are lost, than peoka of gold caii na- 

eom home again. 
Let states therefore, that wish to mitintain stately 

dignity, 
Seek to acquaint themselves with Liberality ; 
For that is it which wins the subjeots' faithful lovp. 
Which faithful love all harms from them and 

theirs remove. 
Liberality am I, Virtue's steward here, 
Who for the virtuous sort do nothing hold too 

dear. 
But few to Virtue seek : all sorts to Fortune fly. 
There seeking to maintain their chief prosperity. 
But whoso marks the end, shall be enforc'd to 

say; 

Fortune, thou art blind I let Virtue lead the 

way, 
But who comes here I It seemeth, old Tenacity. 

1 must away ; for contraries cannot agree, [A'jt/. 



Enim- TENACmr. 

Ten. Well, since che see there is none othtsr 
boot. 
Chill now take pains to go the rest afoot ; 
For Brock mine ass is saddle-pinch'd vull sore. 
And so am I even here — chill say do more. 
But yet I must my business well apply, 
For which ich came, that is, to get money. 
Chwas told that this is Lady Vortune's place : 
Chill go boldly to her, that's a vlat case ; 
Vor, if che speed not now at this first glance, 
Cham zure to be dash'd quite out of countenance 
By certain lusty gallon lads hereby, 
Seeking Vortune's favour as well as L 
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0, knew I where to find Maet. Faulty, 
Vortune's Bervant ! Of mine honesty, 
Look where he comes in time as fine ami trim, 
As if che held him oil this while by the chin. 



Vanity aad Tenacity. 
Van. Tia be indeed : what say you to him ? 
Ten. Marry, sir, cham now come for money. 
Van. For money, man ) what, Btill bo hastily! 
Ten, Yea,' by gis, sir, 'tis high time, che vore je ; 
Cham aveard another will ha' 't afore me. 

Van. Why sol who is it thou fearestl tell me. 
Ten. Marry, sir, tliey call him Mast Prodi- 
gality. 
Van. Prodigality, ia it true t young, wasteful, 
roisting Prodigality, 
To encounter old, sparing, covetous, niggard Tena- 
city? 
Sure, such a match as needs must yield us sport : 
Therefore, until the time that Prodigality resort, 
I'll entertain this crust with some device— [n«dr. 
Well, father, to be sped of money with a trice. 
What will yon give me ) 
Ten. Cha vore thee, son, do rid me quickly 



Chill give thee a vair piece of three-halfpence. 

Van. Indeed) 

Ten. Here's my hand. 

Van. Now, sir, in sooth you offer ao bountifully, 
As needs you must be ua'd accordingly. 
But tell me, know you him that cometh here 1 

Ten. Cock's bores, 'tis Prodigality ; 'tis he I did 
fear. 




[Old copy, 1*00.] 
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Cham afraid che may go whistle now for money. 
Van. Tush, man, be cf good cheer, I wamuit 
thee; 
He speedeth best, that best rewardeth me. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter PRODIGALITY, VaNITY, TENACITY, HoST, 

Fortune, and Money. 

Host. Sir, now your reckoning is made even ; 
m trust no more. 

Prod. NoI 

Host. No, sure. 

Prod. Set cock-on-hoop then ; by some means, 
good or bad, 
There is no remedy, but money must be had. 
By the body of an ox, behold here this ass. 
Will be my familiar, wheresoever I pass. 
Why, goodman Crust, tell me, is there no nay. 
But where I go, you must forestal my way ? 

Tex. By Gog's flesh and his flounders, sir, che 
hope the Queen's highway is free for euery man ! 
for thee as me, for me as thee, for poor Tenacity 
as for proud Prodigality ! chill go, in the Queen's 
peace, about my business. 

Prod. Tliiswayl Ten. Yea. 

Prod. To whom ? Ten. To Vortune my 

Prod. Wherefore? mistress. 

Ten. That's no matter to you. 

Prod. No matter, sir] but, by your crustship, 
ere you go, 
Tis a plain case, Prodigality will know : 
And therefore be round; come off", and tell me 
quickly. 

Ten. And thou'dst so vain know, che go for 
money. 
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Prod. Out upon tliee, villain, traitor, thiuf, 

pickpurse I 
Thou penurious knave, caterpillar, and what's 

worse 1 
Hast thou heard me say, that for money I went, 
And couidat thou creep so closely my purpose to 

prevent 1 
Uy the life I live, thou shalt die the death, 
■Where shall I first begin 1 above or beneath 1 
Say thy prayers, slave — 
Van. How now, my Mends, what needs this 

variance 1 
Money comes not by force, money comes by chance ; 
And dth at one instant you both seek for money. 
Appeal both to Fortune, and then shall you trj'. 
Whether either or neither may hit to have money, 
Pkod. Gentleman, you say well: I know not 

your name ; 
But indeed for that purpose to Fortune I came ; 
For furtherance whereof if I might obtain 
Your friendly help, I would quit your pain, 

Ten, I am your old acquaintance, sir, remembei- 

me. 
Van. Thee, quoth a1 for thy large offers I may 

not forget thee. 
You be both my friends, and therefore indifferently 
I will commend you both to Fortune's courtesy. 
[To For,] Lady most bright, renowmed goddess 

fur, 
Unto thy stately throne here do repair 
Two suitors of two several qualities, 
And qualities, indeed, that be mere contraries. 
That one is called wasteful Prodigality : 
This ' one cleped covetous Tenacity. 
Both at once unto your royal majesty 
Most humbly make their suits for money. 
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For. Let's hear what they can say. 

Prod. Diyine goddess, behold, with all humility 
For money I appeal unto thy deity ; 
Which, in high honour of thy majesty, 
I mean to spend abroad most plentifiilly. 

Ten. Sweet mistress, grant to poor Tenacity 
The keeping of this golden darling money : 
Chill vow to thee, so long as life shall dare, 
Under strong lock and key chill keep him vast 
and sure. 

Van. Nay, pleaseth then your pleasant fantasy 
To hear them plead in musical harmony t 

For, It liketh me. 

Prod. None better. 

Ten. Well, though my singing be but homely. 
Chill sing and spring ^ too, ere chud loose money. 

Van. Well, to it, a God's name ; let saying go 
than ; ^ 
And each sing for himself the best he can. 

The Song. 

Prod. Tfu princely heart, tJuU freely spends, 
Believes full many a thoiisand more. 
He getteth praise, he gaineth friends. 
And peoples love procures therefore. 
But pinching fist, that sparet/i all, 
Of due relief the needy robs : 
Nought can be caught, wliere noughtdi^fall, 
Tlitre conies no good of greedy cobs. 

This issue therefore do I rndke : 
Tlie best deserver draw the stake. 

Ten. Whilst thou dost spend with friend and foe, 
A t home che hold the plottgh by th* tail : 
Che dig, che delve, che zet, che zow, 
Che mow, che reap, che ply my flaU. 

1 [Dance] « [Then.] 
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A pair of (lice u thy delight. 

Thou lio'st for moU part by the tpoil : 

I truly labour day and night 

To get my Using by my toil. 

ClUll llier<^or« sure tliia iuue mai-' : 
The hett dtterver dram the itakr. 

Van. Hallo ! »ati» ditpulaliim. 
Ten. Nay, by my father's bohI, friend, m-w 
chave once begun, 
Let him to't, die pass not when che done. 
Prod. Lo, Lady, you have heard our reasons 
both express' d, 
And thereby are resolv'd, I hope, who merits best. 
For. Dame Fortune dealeln not by merit, but 
by chance : 
He hath it but by hap, whom Fortune dotli 

advance ; 
And of his hap aa he hath small assurance : 
So in his hap likewise is small continuance. 
Therefore at a venture, my dear son Money. 
I do commit you unto Prodigality. 

Ten. To Prodigality I Al, poor Money, I pity 

Continual unrest mnst be thy destiny : 
Each day, each hoar, yea, every minute tost. 
Like to a tennis-ball, from pillar to post 

Money. I am, where 1 like. 

Ten. [roVAN.] And is there, then, no othiT 
remedy 1 
Must poor Tenacity put up the injury 1 

Van. Your time ia not yet come. 

Ten. l\Tien will it come, trow ye! 

Van. At the next turning water, happil}-. 

Ten. And che wist that, chud the more quietly 
depart, 
And keep tberewhile a hungiy hoping heart. 
How sayest thou, \Tiend Faulty ? 
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Van. No doubt, but 'tis best. 

Ten. Then varewell to all at once. [Exit. 

Prod. Good night and good rest. 
And now will I likewise with my sweet Money 
Go hunt abroad for some good company. 
Vanity, for thy pains I will not grease thy fist 
Peltingly * with two or three crowns ; but^ when 

thou list, 
Come boldly unto Prodigality's chest, 
And take what thou wilt ; it's ever open. 

Van. I thank you, sir ; 'tis honourably spoken. 

Prod. Yet, ere I go, with song of joyfolness 
Let me to Fortune show my thankfulness. 



The Song. 

Verse to FORTUNE. 

'Thou tliat dost guide ilu world by thy direction^ 
Thou tJiat dost conquer states to thy subjection^ 
Tfiou tfuit dost keep each king in ^y correction. 
Thou iJiat preservest all in thy protection^ 
For all thy gifts unto thy majesty 
7 yield both thanks and praise immortally : 

To mighty Fortune, ^c. 

Verse to Money. 

I^iweet Money, the minion that sails with all teind^. 
Sweet Mon^y, the minstrel that makes merry all minds. 
Sweet Money, that gables of bondage unbinds, 
Sweet Money, that maintains all sports of all kinds. 
This is that sweet Money, that rules like a king, 
A nd makes me all praises of Money to sing. \^Ex€unt. 



» [Paltrily.] 
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ACT III., SCKNE 1. 

£Hltr Dandaline, the hostets, 

Dan, Now, T faith, ye little peevish harlotry.' 
I'll one day make you spit your meat more band- 

somely. 
By my truth, truly had I not come in the rather, 
She had laid me to the fire the loin of veal an<l 

capon both together, 
Not weighing (like an unwitty girlish mother). 
That the one would ask more roasting than the 

pther ; 
So that either the veal liad been left stark raw, 
Or else the capon burnt, and so not worth a straw, 
And that had been pity : for I assure yon at a word, 
A better binl, a faiitr bird, a finer bird : 
A sweeter bird, a younger bird, a tenderer bird ; 
A daintier bird, a criaper bird, a more delicate 

bird: 
Was there never set upon any gentleman's board. 
But I lack my guests, that should pay for this 

gear: 
And sure my mind gives me, I should find them 

here. 
Two of mine acquaintance, familiar grown. 
The third to me yet a gentleman unknown, 
Mure than by hearsay, that he is fresh and lusty, 
Full of money, and by name Prodigality. 
Now, sir, to link him sure to his hostess Dandaline, 
Dandaline must provide to have all things very 

fine. 
And therefore already it is de/tnitum, 

' A term of contempt for s Tomin. The hoilan hat 
entered the kitchen of the inn in the cocik'g abKUce, ftnd 
findi matters nat quite utiafactory.J 
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The gentleman shall want nothing may please his 

appetitum. 
And because most meats unsauced are motives to 

drouth, 
He shall have a lemon to moisten his mouth, 
A lemon I mean ; no lemon I trow ; 
Take heed, my fair maids, you take me not so. 
For though I go not as grave as my grandmother, 
Yet I have honesty as well as another. 
But hush, now shall I hear some news. [Manei. 



SCENE 11. 

Enter TOM Toss, DiCK DlCER.^ 

DiCER. Fellow Tomkin, I think this world is 
made of flint ; 
There's neither money, nor wares worth monev, 
in't. 
Toss. Hold thy peace, Dick, it cannot still keep 
at this stint : 
Wo are now lighted upon such a mint, 
As (follow it well) I dare warrant thee, 
Tliy turn shall be served in every degree. 

Dand. Dick boy, mine own boy, how dost 

thou ] what cheer 1 
Dicer. What, Dandeline, mine hostess, what 

make you here ] 
Dand. I came of purpose to inquire for thee. 
Dicer. And I came of purpose to seek Pro- 
digality. 
Dand. What, he you told me of? indeed, is it 
he? 



^ Old copy adds, and DamUlyne ; but it is evident from 
the close of the preceding scene, that the HostesB does not 
quit the stage. 
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Dicer. Ay, of my fidelity. 

Dand. a good boy, of mine honesty. 
Hut when come ye? 

Dicer. As eouu as I can find him. 

Dakd. Seek him, good Dick, and find liini 
speedily : 
For this, I aaaure ye, your supper is ready. 

Dicer. Go home before, moke all things very 
fine. 

Dand. I will. Farewell. 

Dicer. Farewell: 

Dand. Farewell to Tomkin, too ) 

Toss. Farewell, sweet Daudaline. 

Dand. But, hear ye 1 bring him. 

Dicer. Who) 

Dand. Tuah, a God's name, you know n-lio ! 
I mean the gentleman. 

DiCEB. Go to, go to. [DaNDALISE r-j'it. 

Tom, now to the purpose where first we began. 
Toss. Cast care away, Dick ; I'll make thee :i 

man. 
DiCKR. A gospel in thy mouth, Tom, for it never 

went worse. 
Master Money hath left me never a penny in my 

purse. 
Toss. 'Twill be better, Dick, sholt see, very 

shortly. 
Dicer. I pray thoe, tell me is this brave Pro- 
digality, 
Ho full of money as he is saitl to be 1 

Toss. Full, quotha) he is too full, I protui^i' 

thee. 
Dicer. AnVl will he lash it out so lustily ! 
Tass. Exceedingly, unreasonably, iinmeasure- 

ably. 
Dicer. Then may such mates as we, that he so 

bare, 
Hope some way or other to catch & share. 
VOL. viii. z 
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Tom. Assure thyself that ; but whist, he cometh 
here: 
Let*s entertain him with familiar cheer. 

DiCKR. In order, then, bravely. [Retire. 



SCENE III. 

Jflnter PRODIGALirY, teith MONEY. 

Prod. How is't, my sweet Money, shall we be 

lusty now 1 
MoN. Be as lusty as you will I'll be as lusty 

as you. 
Prod. Who lacks money, ho ! who lacks money ? 
But ask and have : money, money, money ! 
Dicer. Sir, here be they that care not for your 
money, 
So much as for your merry company. 
Prod. And company is it I seek assuredly. 
Toss. Then here be companions to fit your 
fantasy. 
And at all assays to answer your desire : 
To go, to run, to stay, to do, as you require. 
Prod. What can I wish more? well then, I 
pray, 
What sports, what pastimes, shall we first 
assay ? 
Toss. Marry, first, sir, we both pray you 
heartily, 
To take a poor supper with us here hard by. 
Where we will determine by common consent, 
What pastimes are fittest for us to frequent. 
Prod. I grant. 

Dicer. Then, if you j)lease, with some sweet 
roisting harmony 
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Let us begin the utas ' of our jollity. 

Prod. Thou hitt'st my hand pat. Money, what 
sa/et thou 1 

MoN. I say that I like it : go to it, I pray you. 

Prod. Shall I begin t 

MoN. Yea. 

Prod. Then surely shall it be, 
To thee, for thee, and in honour of thee. 

T!u Sonff. 
Surftt Monti/, tlie minion t/uit saiU with all unndu. 
Sweet Money, l/a mimtret, that makes mei-ry miti^M. 
FlUoiolaknopi.^ \ExeutU. 



SCENE IV. 
Enter LlBERALITV. 

with virtaoufl dealing doth 
molested 



Lffi. The more a 
himself inure, 
The less with worldly business he 



Which maketh proof that, as turmoils still toss the 

worldly mind ; 
So minds exempt from worldly toil desired quiet 

"id. 
ihiefiy, where the life is led in virtuous 



There is no toil, but ease and conteutation to the 
wise. 



■ Se« Halliwflll in v. ; bat lh« eipl&nalioo Uiere g-trer 
hardly Buita tbo present coatcit, where Ihe word sppean tt 
be us«d in tho bcIihc of n term, a period. 

'Apparently part of the aong: its meining is ddI 
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Bat what account, how slight regard, is had of 

virtue here, 
By actions on this worldly stage moat plainly doth 

appear. 
Men see without most just desert of virtue nought 

is got, 
To Fortune therefore fly they still, that giveth all 

by lot ; 
And finding Fortune's gifts so pleasant, sweet, and 

savour}^ 
They build thereon, as if they should endure per- 
petually. 
But this is sure, and that most sure, that Fortune 

is unsure. 
Herself most frail, her gifts as frail, subject to 

every shower :' 
And in the end, who buildeth most upon her surety, 
Shall find himself cast headlong down to depth of 

miser}'. 
Then having felt the crafty sleights of Fortune's 

fickle train, 
Is forc'd to seek by virtue's aid to be relieved 

again. 
This is the end ; run how he list, this man of force 

must do, 
Unless his life be clean cut off, this man must 

come unto : 
In time, therefore, man might do well to care for 

his estate, 
Lest, letted by extremity, repentance come too 

late. 

SCENE V. 

Enter to LIBERALITY CAPTAIN WeLL-DONE. 

Cap. W. Sir, I beseech you, speak a good wonl 
for me to the prince. 
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That by her letters I may be oommended to some 

province, 
^\^le^^; service is to be had, either there to die with 

Or else to get me somewhat, whereon to live with- 
out fiiiame ; 
For beg I cannot, and steal I may not, the truth is 

Bat need doth moke, the proverb say^h, th'ohl 

wife to trot for woe. 
Yet whom stark need doth pinch, at length the 

devil drives to go : 
Therefore, I beseech you, pity his extremity. 
That would not make this snit without necessity. 
Lib. Who be you, my friend 1 
Cap. W. By birth a gentleman, by profession ii 
soldier, 
Who, though I say it, in all our sovereign's war. 
With hazard of luy blood and life have gone as 

far, 
As haply some others, whose fortunes have l>eeu 

better : 
But I in service y^et could never Ijc a getter, 
Ne can I impute it but to mine own destiny : 
For well 1 know the prince ia full of Uberality. 
Lia What ia your name, sir ? 
Cap. W. My name is Well-done. 
Lib. Are you Captain Well-done ) 
Cap. W. Though unworthy, air, I l>ear that 

name. 
Lie. Give me your band, Captain Well-done, 
for your fame 
In feats of arms and service of your country 
1 have heard oft ; you have deserved greatly; 
Therefore think this that, as you merit much, 
So the consideration thereof siiall be such, 
As duly doth pertain to your desert. 
Trust me, the prince herself, unmoved of m}t |Hirt, 



358 CONTENTION BETWEEN 

Your dutiful service hath specially regarded, 
And expressly commands that it be well rewarded 
Wherefore you shall not need to seek service 

abroad: 
I exhort you at home still to make your abode : 
That if in this realm occasions of wars be offered, 
You and others your like may be employed. 
Cap. W. My duty binds me to obey. 
Lib. Then for this time you shall not need to 
stay. 
As for your cause, I will remember it, 
And see it holpen too, as shall be fit. 

[Exit Well-done. 
Lib. Truly, if I should not nave care of this 
man's necessity, 
I should both swerve from virtue and from 
honesty. 



SCENE VL 
E?i(er to Liberality a Courtier. 

COUR. Sir, I humbly beseech you help to prefer 

my suit. 
Lib. What is it ? 
CoUR. There is an office falPn, which I would 

gladly execute. 
Lib. Who be you 1 
CoUR. A servant here in court. 
Lib. Do you serve the prince 1 
CoUR. No, and please you. 
Lia Whom then ? 

CouR. A nobleman near about her majesty. 
Lib. In what degree 1 
CoUR. Forsooth, sir, as his secretary. 
Lib. How long have you served 1 
CoUR. A year or twain. 
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Lib. And would you ao booh be preferred 1 
In sooth, my friend, I would be glad, as I mn}', 
To do you any good : but this I §ay : 
Who seeka by virtue preferment to attain, 
In virtuous proceeding must take more piiiii, 
Than can be wel! taken in a year or twain. 
For time gives experience of every man's deeds, 
And each man by merit accordingly speeds. 
Go forward, my friend, in virtue with diligenue. 
And time, for your service, shall yield you reconi- 

pence. 
Your lord and master is very honourable, 
And him in your suite you shall find favourable : 
And as for my port, as erst I did say, 
I never will hinder, where further I may, 
Let thia for this time be your answer. 
COTJB. Sir, with my boldness, I beseech you to 

bear. 
Lib. God be with you. [Exit COURTIEE. 

Some men deserve, and yet do want their due ; 
Some men, again, on email deserts do sue. 
It therefore standeth princes' officers in hand, 
The state of every man rightly to understand, 
That so by balance of equality 
Each man may have his hire ^ accordingly. 
Well, since dame Virtue unto me doth charge of 

many things refer, 
I must ffo do thftt beat beseems a faithful officer. 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

Enter MoMEY. 

MoN. LAcrty, libertg/ now I cry liberlg! 
Catch me again, when you can, Prodigality ! 
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Never was there poor soul so cruelly handled. 
I was at the first, like a cockney^ dandled. 
Stroked on the head, kiss'd and well cherished. 
And so thought surely I should have continned : 
But now, how my case is altered suddenly 1 
You would not believe, unless you saw it ap- 
parently. 
I'faith, since ye saw me, I have been turmoiled 
From post to pillar : see how I am spoiled. 
The villains among them provided the roast ; 
But Money was forced to pay for the cost 
Both of their feasting and of their chamber cheer. 
Yea, in every place they have fleec'd me so near : 
He a fleece, and she a fleece, that nothing could I 

keep, 
But glad to run away like a new-shorn sheep. 
And though I have been pinched very near, 
I am glad to see you in good health, every one 

here : 
And now I have escaped the traitorous treachery 
Of such a thriftless, roisting company. 
To my mother in haste again I will get me, 
And keep at home safely : from thence let them 
fet me. [Kxii, 



SCENE 11. 
Enter VANITY and MoNEY. 

Van. What, Master Money, how goeth the world 

with you ? 
MoN. Look but upon me, thou may^st quickly 

judge how. 
Van. AVhy, where the vengeance, where the 

devil hast thou been *? 
Among brambles or briars ? or spirits, sure, I ween. 

1 [P€t]. 
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MoN. Both ween it and wot it ! I have i»ss'<l u 
wilderness 
Of most toischievouB and miserable distreae ; 
Sharp brambles, sharp briars, and terriblu 

scratchers, 
Bears, wolves, apes, lions, most ravening snatchers, 
Thoms, thistles, and nettles, most horrible stingers. 
Ravens, gripes and griphons. vengeable 

wringers, 
Vea through my whole passage such damnable 

sights. 
As I cannot but judge them most damnable sprites. 
Van. Ha, ha, ha, ha J 
MoN. Laugh ye, my friend f It is no laughing 

Van. But who did guide you in this labyrinth 
of joy) 

MoN. Who, sir ) your minion, sir ; Proiligality, 
Tlie captain elected of all roisting knavery ; 
He will be hang'd, I warrant him, shortly. 

Van. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

MON. Yet go to, laugh on ! 

Van. Are you not a cuck — cnck-coM '! 

MON. I may be indeed ; my clothes be but thin. 
And therefore I will even go get me in, 
That Fortune, my mother, may clothe me anew. 
[/Cxif. 

Van. Do ao, you had need so, I may say tn yoii. 
Now, sure, it is a worid of worlds to see, 
How all the world inclines to Vanity ; 
Men seek at first — that is but Vanity, 
And lose at last — that was but Vanity, 
And yet continue still to follow Vanity, 
As though it were a thing of certainty. 
And I, that bear the name of Vanity, 
And see the world's exceeding Vanity, 
In following so the tracks of vanity, 
Do triumph still amid my empery, 
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And laugh at their simplicity, 

That will be so misled by Vanity. 

But who is this ] 0, 1 know him, a scholar of our 

train, 
Tis Hob-a-Clunch, that comes for money again. 



SCENE III. 

Enter to VANITY, TENACITY, Fortune, and 

Money. 

Ten. God speed, Master Fanity. 
Van. Wocum,^ Master Tenacity. 
Ten. Sur, cham come once again vor money. 
Van. So me thinks. 

Ten. Shall be sped now at length, trow ye ? 
Van. I cannot tell ye, 'tis hard to say ; 
l\>radventuro yea, peradventure nay. 
Ten. How so, man ] 
Van. I fear me you will spend him too fast 

away. 
Ten. Ho, ho, ho, ho ! dost thou vear that, friend 
Fanity ? 
Shalt not need, man, chill keep him safe, che war- 
rant thee. 
C), that chad him in my clutches, shouldst see, I 

trow, 
"Wiiether chud keep him vast and safe, or no. 
I pray thee, good sweet Master Fanity, 
Speak one good word for poor Tenacity. 
Van. And dost thou indeed so well love money t 
Ten. Do my wife's bees at home, think'st thou, 
love honey ? 



A [Welcome.] 
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Van. What wouldat thou do with it? 

Ten. [IletUatinff.] Child, child, chud, chud 

Van. C/ivd, dvttdl what chud f 
Ten. Chud — do no harm at all. 
Van. No, nor much good, I think, to great nor 
small 
But well, put case, I procure thee to speed, 
You will remember your promise that I shall be 
fee'd. 
Ten. Crod's vast, man, yea, chill do it, chill ilo 

it. 
Van. Stand there a while, and wait 
\To FORTDNE.] Bright goddess, behold here again 

Tenacity, 
That humbly makes his suit to have money. 

MoN. For Money 1 ho, there ! Money finds him- 
self well ; 
Money now hath no liking from Fortune to dwell. 
Van, Ih vanum laboraverunl, come. 
Ten. Now, good soot', honey, vair golden mus- 
tress, 
Let poor Tenacity taste of thy goodness ; 
Thee che honour, thee che serve, thee che rever- 
ence. 
And in thy help che put my whole confidencL'. 
For. Money, you must go to him, there is no 

reraedy- 
MoN. Yea, and be us'd as before witli Protli- 

gality! 
Ten. Let Prodigality go to the gallows-tree ! 
Why, man, he and I are clean conlrarj-. 
I dull coll thee, chill cuss thee. 
MON. So did he. 
Ten. Chill save thee, chill spare thee, chill keep 

thee from wasting. 
MON. So did not he. 
Go to then, seeing tliat my mother's will is such, 
To put it in adventure 1 may not grutch. 
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Ten. my sweeting, my darling, my chewel, 

my joy, 
My pleasure, my treasure, mine own pretty boy. 
MoN. How now? what mean you by this, 

Tenacity. 
Tex. O, forbid me not to kiss my sweet Money. 
Varewell, Vortune ; and, Vortune, che thank thee 

alway. 
(yome on, surrah, chill make you vast, bum vay. 
MoN. What, with ropes I wliat needs that t 
Ten. Vor vear of robbing by the highway. 
La, mi, fa, nol, fa ; sol, mi, fa, re, mi, 

\^Exit Tenacity, and goeth to the inn for his ast. 



SCENE IV. 
J'Jntcr Prodigality, Dick Dicer, VANrrY, and 

[to tlum afterwards] TOM Toss. 

Prod. monstrous, vile, filthy luck ! see, in the 
twinkling of an eye, 
Scarce knowing which way, I have quite lost my 
Money. 
Dick. Out of all doubt. Prodigality, he is not 

gone yonder way. 
Prod. Then seek some other course, make here 
no stiv. 
He must ]>e found out, there is no remedy. 
Tliou know'st in what pickle we stand without 
Monev. 
Dick. AVliy, sure, Prodigality, it cau l>e no other, 
But he is returned to Fortune his mother. 

Prod. Thinkast thou so ] 
Thou, Fortune, hcarest thoul by fair means, I 

advise tlieo, 
liestorc my Money to me again : deal plainly and 
wisely ; 
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Or by this sliarp-edgod Bword, shalt see me play a 

proud part, 
For I will have him agiuii, in Bj>ite of thy heart. 
Van. Whom liave we there, that koepeth such n 

coil. 
Prod. Kven he that will not put up such a foil. 
Van. Wiiat's the matter 1 

Prod. Vanity, to that dame ihy mUtress com- 
mend me. 
Tell her — tell lier, it doth not a little offend me, 
Tii have my money in such great despite. 
Taken eo from me without any right. 
What though it were once her own proper gifti 
Vet given, 'tis mine own, there is no other ehift. 
Therefore charge her, in the name of Prodigality. 
That he be restor'd to me incontincittly, 

Lest she repent it 

Van. These be sore and cruel tbreat'nings, 
marry, 
U your haste so great, that by no means yuu may 
tarry) 
Prod. I will not tarry, and therefore makt- 

haste. 
Van. Soft, air, a little, there ia no time pass'il. 
You may tarry, you must tarry, for aught as I 

know: 
Nay, then you shall tarry, whether you will or mi. 

DlcER. 'Zwounds, sir, he mocks you. 
Prod. Gibe not with me, you whoreson rascal 
slave ! 
For money I come, and money will I have. 
Sirrah Vanity, Vanity ! What, Vanity I 
Speak and be hang'd. Vanity ! What, will't uot be 1 
Dicer. What a prodigious knave, what a slave 
is this 1 [Aiidf. 

Prod. Fortune, fine Fortune, you minion, if ye 
be wise, 
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Bethink ya betimes, take better advice : 
Refltore unto me my money quietly, 
Else look for wars t Vanity, Fortune, Vanity ! 
DiCBR, Sir, you see it booteth not. 
Prod. It is but my ill-luck. 
Xow the deTil and bis dam give them both suck t 
What may we do J what counsel giv'st thou, Dick 1 
DiCEit. Marry, sir, be rul'd by me ; I'll show you 
a trick. 
How you may have him quickly. 
Prod. As how ) 
DfCER. Scale the walls ; in at the window ; by 

force fet him. 
Prod. None better, in faith ; fetch a lailder, and 
I will set hiuL 
Fortune, thou injurious dame, thou shalt not by 

this vilkny 
Have cause to triumph over Prodigality. 
Why speak'st thou not 1 why speo^'st thou not, I 

sayl 
Thy silence doth but breed thine own hurt and 
decay. 
Dicer. Here is a ladder. 
Pkod. Set it to. 

[Hern PRODIGALITY (ca^ef A; FORTUNE clii/ita 
futller about hia neck; he brtaketh t/t« halter, 
andfalU. 
Prod. 'Swounda! help, Dick: help quickly, or 

I am chok'd! 
Dicer. God-a-mercy, good halter, or eUe yoa 

had been yok'd ! 
Prod. thou vile, ill-favoured, crow-trodden, 
pye-pecked root ! 
Thon abominable, blind foul-filth,^ is tbia thy 
wont: 
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First, maliciously to spoil men of their good, 
And then by subtle sleights thua to seek their 

blood! 
I abhor thee — I defy tliee, wheresoever I S" ; 
I do proclaim myself thy mortal foe. 

[£■»(«• Tom Toss.]' 

Tom Toss. News, Prodigality, news ! 

Dicer. Good, and God wiill 

Prod. What news, Tom 1 

Toss. I have met with Money. 

Prod. Where I 

Toss. Marry, sir, he is going Into a strange 

country 
With an old chuff, called Tenacity. 
Prod. Tenacity 1 ia that tinker's budget so full 

of audacity t 
Toss. "Tis true. 

Prod, May we not overtake him 1 
Toss. Yes, easily with good horses, 
Prod. Let's go then, for God'a sake ; we'll catch 

him in a trap. 
DiCER a7iil Toss. Go ; we will go with yoii. 

whatever shall hap. [Kxruui. 



fi 

L 



SCENE V, 

Snler Vanity.* 

Van. rotten rope, that thou must be m 
brittle ! 

' [AlthoDgh Tan ia mxTked Id Ihe old copr m entering 
.t Ibe commeu cement oC tbe cceue, he doea not reallv oome 
n till now.] 

* [Old oopy adds, and Pirivnt : but Fortune doea not 
nt«r DOW : «iie ia in bercutle, tnd preaentlycallt toVanily 
from a win.loir.] 
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Hadat thou but happened to have hulA a. little. 
I had taught niy [irincocks Rguiost uaother time 
So to presume Dame Fortunt's bowtr to clitnb. 
To make such a 'scape, hJB hap was very goo«) : 
Well, he 'simped fair, I BWcar by the rood : 
But will you have roe say my fantasy, 
<^aod difertur, uoh aufirtur; for assiuwily 
The gentluman will never hold himself quiet. 
Till once more he come to taste of tlus <liet. 
Mark the end. 

For. Vaiiily ! [I'l-om n winJur 

Van. Madam. 

For. lathis roister gone i 

Van. Yea, madam, lie is gone. 

For. Then get thee auon, 
And cause my attendants to come away. 
For here as now I will no longiT stay, 
Bui prosecute this foe of mine so fust 
By miEchiefs all I may, that at the last 
Ho shall arrive unto a wretched end, 
And with repentance learn liow to offend 
A coddesB ot my state and dignity. 

VAN. Lady, to do your will I haatsn willingly. 
[VANlTr ftrit 

Fortune coma domi. 

For. Dame Fortunu's jiower, her most exceed- 
ing might, 
Is known by this as an undoubted thing : 
^iince here moat plainly hath appear'd in sight. 
How all the world doth hang upon her wing. 
How high and low, of all states and degrees, 
Do rise and fall again, as slie decrees. 
Then let not Virtue think it scorn to yield 
To Fortune, chief of power, chief aoTereignly : 
Sith Fortune here by proof hutli won the fiekl, 
Subdu'd lier foes, and got the victory : 
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For as she list to favour, elae to frown, 
She hoisteth up, or headlong hurleth down. 

[Enter VANiry again.]' 
Van. Madam, here are your vassals ready prest, 
To do the thing that Fortune liketh best. 
Foe. Well, thi'n, come on to witness this our 
victory ; 
Depart we hence with sound of fame triumphantly. 
[Cries of Reuerenee, due reverence ! 



ACT v., SCENE 1. 
Enter PRODiGALiry, MoNET, Toss, Dicer. 
Prod. \lo Money.] Come on, my bulchin ;- 
come on, my fat ox :' 
Come, porkling, come on ; come, pretty twattox.* 
Why, will it not be 1 yet faster, a cur'sy !' 
Tiiia gentleman of late is waxen so pursy. 
As at every land's-end he seeketh to rest him. 
How think ye 1 bath not Tenacity trimly dress'd 
himl 
MoN. Prodigality, if thou lovest me, let us here 
stay: 
For sure I can do no more than I may. 
I am out of breath, as weary as a dog. 

[UefalU doiPTi upon ku elbotr. 

> [Although it appears from what immediBlelj follDwa 
bat Vsnity had nsaemblod Fortune's Taaaala, «s are not 

neceuaril}- to conclude that the latter enter bcre. Tbey 
wouid rather wait outside.] 

> [Bull-calf.] 

* [Orig. reada,/iji./(i((«;.] 

* [Tbii teenu laeralj a word coined for tbe sake of tbe 

' [Of oourteaj-.] 

TOL. VIU, 2 A 



370 



CONTENTION BETWEEN 



Toss. A Inskish lubber, as fat as a bog I 

Prod. Come up, gentle Money; we may not I 
here stay, 

MoN. I must needs, Prodigality, there is no nay; 
For if I should stir me one inch from the grcnuid, ] 
I think I shall die, sure, or fall in a Goond.' 

Prod. Then mast you be drawn. 

MoN. Drawn or hang'd, all is one : 
For I cannot stir me ; my breath is clean gone. 

Prod, How like ye this ffrouum corpvt, bo 
mightily groTro 1 

Toss. I like him the better, that he is your own. 

Dicer, A more monstrous beast, a beast i: 
unwieldy, 
Since first I was bom, yet' never beheld I. 

Prod. Indeed, the whoreson is waxen some- | 
what too fat ; 
But we wUl find medicines to remedy that 

Toss. Sir, let me but have him a little in ci 
To put my poor practice of physic in ure. 
And I dare warrant ye, with a purgation or twain, I 
I'll quickly rid him out of all this pain. 

Prod. I think a glister were better. 

Dicer. Nay, rather a suppository. 

Toss, Nay, then, what say you to letting of bloodl I 

Dicer. I tlnnk that some of these should do liimi 
good. 
Ask the physician. 

MoN. Prodigality) 

Prod. Ho I 

MoK. I am sick. 

Prod. Where, man ? 

MoN. Fwlh, here, in my belly. 
It swells, I assure ye, out of all measure. 

Prod. Take heed it grow not to a timpany. 

MoN. And if it do, what is the danger then 1 



'[3,.c 



• [Old copj. Be*,] 
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Prod. A consumption. 

MoN. A conaumption t many, God forbid, mau. 
Toss, ■ftliat think yoa now of Tenacity 1 
Was he your friend or your foe ? 
MoN. Ah, that wretch Tenacity hath brought 
me to all this woe. 
'Twae he, indeed, that sought to destroy me, 
In that he would never use or employ' me : 
But, Prodigality, sweet Prodigality, 
Help to provide some present remedy : 
Let me not be thus miserably Gpilt ; 
Ease me of thia, and use me as thou wilt. 
Yet had I rather live in state bare and thin. 
Than in this monstrous plight that now I am in : 
So fatty, so fogffl', so out of all measure, 
That in myselfl take no kind of pleasure. 
Prod. Why, rise up then quickly, and let us 

be gone. 
MoN. Friends, you must help me, I cannot rise 

alone. 
Dicer. Come on, my sweet Money, we must 
have a mean 
To turn this foggy fat to a finer lean. 
MoK. The sooner the better. 
Toss. Nay, Money, doubt not, but by sweat or 
by vomit 
I warrant thee, boy, shortly thon shalt be rid 
from it. 
Prod, Rid, quotha 1 if sharing, or boxing, or 
scouring, 
Or 'nointing, or scraping, or pui^ing, or blood- 
letting, 
Or rubbing, or paring, or chafing, or fretting, 
Or ou^ht else will rid it, he shall want no rid- 
ding. [Atide. 
Come on. Money, let's be jogging 1 [Exeunt. 

' tOld copj, to ml»y.] 




Pkodigautt, Dicer, &c., to witom mter Con- 
stable, mating hue and cry, and HoST.' 

Con. Thieves, nt- ighboura, tluevea ! come forth, 

beset the country. 
Prod. Hark! Uat a while, what might this 

cUmour be 1 
Dicer. 'Zwounda, we are undone, Prodigah'tj- ; 
The conatablea come after with hue and cry. 
Toss. Cerberus, what shall we do 1 
Prod. Stand back, lie close, and let tbem paaa 
by. [TV"*" retire. 

Con. Thievea, thieves I O vile, detestable deed! 
Tluevea, neighbours! coiue forth, away, abroad 

with speed. 
Where dwell these constables 1 

Host. Why 1 what's the matter, friend, I pray I 
Con. Why, thieves, man, I tell thee, come awar. 
Host. Thieves, i' faith t Wife ! my scoll, my jade, 

my brown bill. 
Con. Come awny quickly. 
Host. Dick, Tom, Will, ye whoresons, imtke ye 
all ready, and haste ; 
But let me hear, how stands the ease 1 

[Fotlowt Constable.' 

'[la the old copj tbia direction ia giren (rerj imper- 
fei.'tly) tliuB : The eoaiiahlei make hue and erg.} 
' fin the old copy this pustge U thus exhibited : — 



ThlaVH, ITilLb. ■ 



Bat Itl UB bun. how gUodi Itaa cue I [A pa« aJUr." 

Where the coofueiou in the distribation of tte speeches 
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Con. Many, air, here- by. Not far from this place, 
A pliun simple man, riding on his ass. 
Meaning home to his country in Ood's pence to 

By certain roisters, most furious and mail, 
Is spoiled and robbed of all that he had. 
And yet not contented, when they had bis money. 
But the villdas have also murdered liim most 
cruelly. 
Hoar, Good God, for his mercy ! 
Con. It was my hap to come then present[ly] 
by him, 
And found him dead, with twenty wounds upon 
him. 
IIoST. But what became of them ? 
Con. They fled this way, 
Host. Then, neighbour, let us here no longer 

But hence and lay the country roundabout r 
They shall be quickly found, I have no doubt. 

SCENE in. 
Enltr Virtue and Equity, xaith other atlendmu. 



From good declin'd, inclined still to follow things 

You see but very few that make of Virtue any 

price: 
You see all sorts with hungry wills run headlong 

into vice. 



ecmi tolerably evideDt. Th« coneUible made hue and crv. 
n ordet to raise tbs countrj, and maka a levy at iueh pcr- 
oDa aa were bound to ■aiul.] 
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w much, and heartilj' 



EQ- We see it oft, we 
lament, 

That of himself man should not have a betWr 
government, 
Ver. Tho very beasts that be devoid of reaaon, 
dull and dumb. 
By nature, learn to shun those things whereof 

their hurt may come. 
If man were then but as a beast, only by natura 

taught. 
He #onld also by nature learn to shon what things 

. are nought. 
But man with reason la endued : he reason hath 

for stay ; 
Whie^ reason should restrain his will from going 
much astray, 
£q. Madam, 'tis true : 
Where reason rules, there is the golden mean. 
Ver. But most men stoop to stubborn will, 
Which conquereth reason clean. 

Eq. And will again to fancy yields. 
Which twain be special guides, 
That train a man to tread ill paths, 
Where ease and pleasure bidea. 
Ver. No ease, no pleasure, can be good, that is 

not got with pains. 
Eq. That ia tho cause from Virtue's love 
Man's fancy still refrains. 

Ver. And pains, I think, they feel likewise. 
That unto vice do bend. 

Eq. They feel, no doubt : but yet such pcdns 
Come not before the end. 
ViR. I grieve for man, that man should be of ill 

attempts so > fain. 
Eq. Grieve not for that; evil tasted once, tnms 



a tog 



lagai 



ViK. Then will f take a cheerful mind, 

Unpleasaut thoughts expel. 
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And cares for man commit to them. 
That in the heavi^ns do dwelL 

Eq. Do so, dear madmn, I beseech you most 

heartily, 
And recreate yourself, before you go hence, witli 

some sweet melody. 



The Sung. 

If pleatvre he the only thing, 
That man doth teek to niucA .■ 
Chief pleatures rest, viliere virtue ruta: 
No pleamre\i\ can he tucli. 

Though Virtual laayi be very ttrail. 
Her rocks be hard to climb : 
Tet taeh as do aspire thereto, 
£njo]/ ait j'oj/i in time. 

Plain u the postage unto vice. 

The gaps lie wide io ill : 

To them tltat wadt through levidiiess' lake 

The ice it broken stUU 

This Oterefore it tlie difference. 

The pottage frit seemt Itard 

To Virtue's train; hut tJien ntott ttoeet 

At length it tiieir reward. 

To titose again, tliat follow vice. 
The way it fair and plain; 
But fading pUaturee in the end 
Are bought with lotting'^ pain. 

If pleasure be the only thing, Ac. ' 

' [Uld topj, /«(ina.] 
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JUnier Virtue, Equity, Liberalitt, Monet, and ] 
the Sheriff. 

ViR. Now, my lords, I see no cause but tbat 

depart we may. 
£q. Madam, to that shall like you best we will- 
ingly obey. 
Lib. Yet,' la!dy, stay awhile, and hear of stnuige 

adventures. 
ViR. Of what adventures tell you ? let us know. 
Lia Master Sheriff, of i\m.t is happened do ynti 

make show. 
Sher. Then, mjiy it please you, the pffoct is 
this: 
There is a certain roister, named Prodigality, 
That long about this town hath ruffled in great 

jollity I 
A mau long suspected of very lewd behaviour. 
Yet standing ever so high iu Fortune's favour, 
As never till now he could be bewTayed 
Of any offence, that to him might be laid : 
Now wanting (belike) his wonted bravery. 
He thought to supply it by murther and robber^-. 
Eq. By murther and robbery ? 
Sher. Yea, sure. 
ViR. Howl 

Sher. This gallant, I tell you, with other lewd 
&anionB, 
Such as himself, unthrifty companions, 
In most cruel sort, by the highway-side. 
Assaulted a countryman as he homewanU did 
ride: 

' [Old copy, Ya.] 




LIBERALITY AND PRODIGALITY. 



37; 



Holibed him, and spoiled him of all thai they 

might, 

And lastly bereav'd him of his life outright. 
ViR. O horrible fact I 

Shek. The country hereupon rais'd hue and cry 
straightway : 
lie is apprebendod, his fellows fied away. 
I supplying, though unworthy, for this year 
The place of an officer, and sheriff of the shire, 
To my prince's use, have seized on his money. 
And bring you the same, according to my duty : 
Praying the party may have the law with speed, 
That others may be terrified from so foul a deed. 
ViR, So horrible a fact can hardly plead fur 
favour : 
Therefore go you. Equity, examine more diligently 
The maimer of this outrageous robbery : 
And aa the same by examination shall appear, 
I>ue justice may be done in presence here. 
Eq. It shall be done, madam. 
Hber. Then, madam, I pray you, appoint some 
officer to take the money. 
That I may return again with Equity. 

ViR. Let it be delivered to my steward 

Liberality. [Examl. 

Lib. What, Money 1 how come you to be so fnl 

and foggy I 
MoN. Surely, air, by the old chuff, that raiser 

Tenacity, 
LiR How B0 1 

MoN. He would never let me abroad lo go. 
But lock'd me up in coffers, or iu bags bound me 

fast, 
That, like a boar in a sty, he fed me at last, 
Thus Tenacity did spoil me for want of exercise : 
But Prodigahly, clean contrariwise. 
Did toss me and fleece me, so bare and so thin, 
That he left nothing on me but very bone and skin. 
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Lib. Well, Money, will you bide with liim that 
can devise 
To rid you and keep you from theae extremities ? 

MoN. Who is that ) 

Lib, Even myself, Liberality. 

MoN. Sir, lUkc you well, and therefore willingly 
I am contented with you to remain. 
So as you protect me from ihe other twain. 

Lib. I warrant thee. 
First, from thy bonds I'll set thee free. 
And after thy sickness cured shall be. 

MoN. Thanks and obedience I yield and vow to 
Liberality. [Sxit MoNET. 

£nte7- Captain Well-done [and olhtr SmroRS.] 

Cap. W. My lord, according to your appoint- 
ment and will, 
1 come to attend yonr pleasure. 
Lib. Have you brought your bill t 
Cap. W. Yea, my lord. 
Lib. Give it me. 
ni be your mean unto the prince, that it may 

despatched be : 
The while take here these hundred ctowtis, to 
relieve ye. 
Cap. W, God save the queen, and God save 

Liberality 1 
2d Suitoh. Sir, I have long served the prince 
at great e^ense. 
And long have 1 been promised a recompense : 
I beseech you consider of me. 
Lib. Wliat, do you serve without fee I 
2d Suitor. Yea, truly, sir. 
Lib, Hold, pray for the queen. 

\Give» him mo dry.] 

' [Fatitiou.] 
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2d Suitoh. It flhall be my prayer day and niglit 
truly: 
God save the queen, and God save Liberality ! 
Sd Suitor. Now, good my lord, vouchsafe of 
your charity 
To cast hero aside your faithful eye 
Upon a poor soldier, naked and needy, 
That in the queen's wars was maimed, as you see. 
Lib. Where have you served 1 
3d Suitor, In France, in Flanders ; but in Ire- 
land most. 
Lib. Under whom I 
3d Suitor. Under Captain Well-done. 
Cap. W. He was my soldier indeed, sir, until 

he lost his leg. 
Lib. Hold, pray for the queen, 

[Gives him monfp.] 
3d Suitor, God save the queen, and God savn 
Liberality ! 



EnUr Tipstaves, Liberality, Sheriff, Clerks, 
Crier, Prodigauty, [to whom] the Judge. 

Tip, Room, my masters, give place, stand by : 
Sir Equity hath sent me to let you understand, 
That hither he will resort out of hand. 
To sit upon the arraignment of Prodigality. 

Lib. In good time. 

Tip, Behold, he comes. 

Lib. Now, Equity, how falls the matter out 1 

Eq. Tliat Prodigality is guilty of the fact, no 
doubt. 
And therefore for furtherance of justice effectually. 
My lord the judge comes to sit upon him presently: 
Wherein we crave your assistance. 



i 




Lib. ni watt upon yon. 

Tip. Kooin, my masters, room for my lord : 
stand by. 

Tht Judge placed, and the CLERKS under him. 

jDDaE. Call for the prisoner. 

Clerk. Make an oyes, Crier. 

Crier. Oyea, oyes, oyes ! 

Clerk. Sheriff of Middlesex. 

Crier. Sberiff of Middlesex. 

Clerk. Bring forth the prisoner. 

Crier. Bring forth the prisoner. 

Clerk. Prodigality. 

Crier. Prodigality, 

Clerk. Fain of the peril shall fall thereon. 

Crikr. Pain of the peril ahall fall thereon. 

Sher. Here, sir. 

Clerk. Prodigality, hold up thy hand. 

[Ht hold* it up. 
Thou art indicted here by the name of PixMiigalily. 
For that thou, the fourth day of Februarj', 
In the three and forty year of the prosperous reign 
Of Elizabeth, our dread sovereign. 
By the grace of God, of Engumd, France, and 

Ireland queen. 
Defender of the faith, &c., 

Together with the other malefactors yet unknown. 
At Hi^hgate,^ in the county of Middlesex, afoie- 

Didat feloniously take from one Tenacity, 

Of the parish of Pancridge,' yeoman, in the said 

county. 
One thousand pounds of gold and silver sterling. 

' [Then, probibly, as it certaiul; was later on, i favourite 
hKaot of footpadi.J 
■ [P.ncruB.1 
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And also, how thyself, the said Prodigality, 
With a sword, price twenty Bhillinga, then and 

there cruelly 
Didst give the said Tenacity upon the head 
One mortal wound, whereof he is now dead. 
Contrary to the queen's peace, her crown, and 
dignity. 
Judge. How say'et thou. Prodigality, to this 
robbery. 
Felony, and murtherl art thou guilty 
Or not guilty 1 

Prod. My lord, 1 beseech you 

(irant me counsel to plead my cause. 
JuDGK. That may not be ; it standcth not with 

Prod. Then, good my lord, let me some respit>' 

take. 
Judge. Neither may that be ; thus doth the in- 
dictment lie. 
Thou art accua'd of murther and of robbery. 
To which thou must now answer presently. 
Whether thou be thereof guilty or not guilty. 

Pkod. Well, since there is no other remedy, 
And that my fact falls out so apparently, 
I will confess that indeed I am guilty, 
Moat humbly appealing to the prince's mercy. 
Judge. Then what canst thou say for thyself. 
Prodigality, 
That according to the law tliou shouldst not die i 
P&OD. Nothing, my lord ; but still appeal to the 

prince's mercy. 
Judge. Then hearken to thy judgment : thou, 
Prodigality, by that name hast been 
Indicted and arraigned here of a robbery, 
Murther, and felony, against the laws committed 
By thee ; the indictment whereof being read imto 

thee 
Here, thou confessest thyself to be guilty therein : 
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WherRnpon I judge thee to be had from hence 
To the place thou cam'at fro, and from tbeoce to 
The place of execution, there to be hanged. 
Till thou be dead. God have mercy on thoe ! 
Prod. My lord, I most humbly beseech you to 

hear me. 
Judge. Say on, 
Pkod. I coofesa I have run a wanton wicked 

race. 
Which now hath brought me to this woful wretched 

case; 
I am heartily sorry, and with tears do lament 
My former lewd and vile misgovemment. 
I find the brittle stay of trustless Fortune's 

Etate. 
My heart now thJrsteth after Virtue all too late : 
Yet, good my lord, of pity condescend 
To be a mean for him that meaneth to amend. 
The prince is merciful, of whose great mercy 
Full many have largely tasted already ; 
Which makes me appeal thereto more boldly. 
Judge. Prodigality, I not mislike your wailful 

disposition ; 
And therefore for you to the prince there shall be 

made petition. 
That though your punishment be not fully remitted, 
Yet in some part it may be qualified. 
Prod. God save your life ! 



VtETUE, Equity, Liberality, Judqe, aiidail come 
doum btfore the QueEM, and, aJUr reverence 
made, VIRTUE epeaketh 

THE EPILOGUE. 

Molt mighty queen, yonder I sat in plaee, 
Prteeating tkow of ckieftst dignitj/ ; 
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Here prostrate^ lo^ before your princely grace 
I show myself y such as I ought to he. 
Your humble vassal^ subject to your willy 
With fear and love your grace to reverence still. 



FINIS. 



CRIM THE COLLIER OF CROYDON. 



KDITIOX. 



a rim the Collier of Croydeit ; or. The Demi am/ /<»* 
Dame : with the Da'il and Saint Dnnston, Bif /. 7*. 
Lo n do n . Prin ted i n the y«i r [ 1 662} 12**. 



INTRODUCTION. 



The initial letters J. T. are placed before this play ns 
tjiose belonging to the author of it. Wlint Lia iiainr 
was, or wliat liia cundition, arc alike nnknowo. It was 
printed in IS', 1662, with two others, " Thorny Abby ; 
or, The Londou Maid," and " The Marriage Broker," in 
n volume entitled " Oratice Theatules ; or, A Choice 
Ternary of English Plays." Chetirood giijh it was 
printed in 1599, und WMncop, in the year 1606.* I can- 
not but suspect the fidelity of both these writers in thi.4 
particnlnr.' 

' [No edition oj!«pt that of 16ii2 has yet como to liglil.] 
* Nobody who reads this play can doubt ibat it is much 
oilier Iban 1602, the date iKtme by tbe earliest known edi- 
lian of it. It bas crery indication oC inliquity, and Iho 
litle not the lc:u<t of tLeie. " Qrim, tbe Collier of Croydon," 
is a person who plays a prominent character in the humor- 
ODS portion of ICdmrds'a " Damon and PithJaa," which was 
printed in 1671, and acted scTcral years earlier. The Qrim 
□f the present play is obriously the same person at the Grim 
of "Damon and Pitliias." and in both bo is saiJ to be 
" Collier for the king's own Majesty's mouth." Chetirood 
may therefore l>c ri);ht when he states that it iras printed 
in 1G99 ; but perhaps that was not the first edition, and the 
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play was probably acted before '* Damon and Pithias " bad 
gone quite out of memory. In the office-book of the 
Master of the Revels, under date of 1576, we find a drammtic 
entertainment entered, called ** The Historic of the Colyer," 
acted by the Earl of Leicester's men ; but it waa doabtlen 
Ulpian Ful well's *' Like will to Like, quod the Deril to the 
Colier," printed in 1568. The structure, phraseology, reni- 
fication, and language of " Grim, the Collier of Croydon," 
are sufficient to show that it was written before 1600 : 
another instance to prove how much the arrangement of the 
plays made by Mr Reed was calculated to mislead. Some 
slight separate proofs of the age of this piece are pointed 
out in the new notes ; but the general evidence is much 
more convincing. The versification is interlarded with 
rhymes like nearly all our earlier plays, and the blank vene 
is such as was written before Marlowe's improvements had 
generally been adopted. When the play was reprinted in 
16G2, some parts of it were perhaps a little modernised. 
The introduction of Malbecco and ParidcU into it, from 
Spenser's '* Faerie Queene," maybe some guide as to the 
period when the comedy was first produced. — CoUier. 
[The play has now, for the first time, been placed in its true 
chronological rank.] 



PROLOGUE. 

You're welcome ; but our plot I dare not tell ye, 

For fear I fright a ludy with great belly : 

Or should a scold be 'mong you, I dare aay 

She'd make more work than the devil in the play. 

Heard you not never how an actor's wife. 

Whom he (foud fool) lov'd dearly as his life, 

Coming in's way did chance to get a Jape,' 

As he was 'tired in hia devil's shape ; 

And how eqiiivofial a generation 

Was then begot, and brought forth thereupon ( 

Let it not fright you ; this I dare to say. 

Here is no lecherous devil in our play. 

He will not rumple Peg, nor Joan, nor Nan, 

But has enougb at home to do wiUi Marian, 

Whom he so little ple.ases, ehe iu scorn 

Does teacb his devUship to wind the horn ; 

Bat if your children cry when Robin comes. 

You may to still them buy here pears ur plums. 

Then sit you quiet all who ore come in, 

St Dunstan will soou enter and begin. 

' See note to " Ounmer Qurton'a Needle" [iii. ZiS], 




DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



St Dunstan, Abbot ofGlcuionbury. 

Morgan, Earl of London. 

Lact, Eavl of Kent, 

HoxouEA, Morgan*8 daughter, 

Marian, her Waiting-maid. 

Nan, Marianas maid. 

MusGRAVE, a young Gentleman. 

Captain Clinton. 

Miles Forrest, a Gentleman. 

Kalfh Harvey, an Apothfcary. 

Grim, the Collier of Croydon. 

Parson Shorthosk. 

Clack, a Miller, 

Joan, a Country Maid. 

Pluto, 

Minos, 



DeriU. 



JEacus, 

Rhadamanthus, 

Belphegor, 

Akercock, or Robin GoodfeUow, . 

Malbecco's Ghoit, Officers, Attendants, dc. 



The Stage'Js England. 
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ACT I., SCENE 1. 

.1 fdace beiafl provided for tin devil's canaiatori/, eiitrr 
St DunsTAN, mith his Uadi, book, aiul croairr- 
tlaf. ,te. 

St. Dux. Envy, that always waits on virtue'a 
train, 
And tears the graves of f|uiet BleepiDg souls, 
Hath brought me after many hundred years 
To show myself again upon the earth. 
Know then (who list) that I am English born, 
My name is Dunstan ; whilst I liv'd with men, 
Chief primal« of the holy English chnrciL 



' Tbegtory of tbis pin; iBtakonin pttrt from Mschitrcl'B 
" Belphegor." — Ptgge. 

The excellent InmsIoUon of tliia humoroua alil (tory by 
Mr 'F. RoBCoc (" Italian NoTelUU," ii. S7S) wilt euBlile 
the reider to compare the play with it. He »ill Gnil that 
in many parts the origiasl has been abandoned, and the 
cataitropbe, if aot entirely diOereDt. i» brought about by 
different meana. The " Biograpbia Dramatica " informs ua 
that Defcker'a " If it be not Oood the Devil ia in it " i* aUo 
chiefiy taken from the same noTel ; but thii ii an error 
origing out of a hint by Langbaine. Dekkcr'a play ia the 
fnmnna hjalorj of Friar Bush in manr of ita incidents, 
—Collier. 



'I'iif tii-t \v;i- Al li«'i->t ;iii«', ^\lll►>^' h'u'xi' Kltlcti.-i 

Maliriou- l('!ii:;i«-- ii-poib'd 1 drtilcd : 

Next liini caiin' l'',«iiii< »inl, iIh-h K.ir«-(l. .-iini 1\.;\\ 

And atttT liiiii niL^iid I'idgar, a gii-al i»rincr. 

lint full of many crimes, whicli 1 restraiii'd : 

Edward his son, and lastly Ethelred. 

With all these kings was I in high esteem, 

And kept both them and all the hmd in awe : 

And, had I liv*d, the Danes had never boastptnl 

Their then ])eginning conquest of this land. 

Yet some accuse me for a conjuror, 

By reason of those many miracles 

Which heaven for holy life endowed me with ; 

But "whoso looks into the " Golden Legend " * 

(That sacred register of holy saints) 

Shall find me by the pope canonised, 

And happily the cause of tliis report 

Might rise by reason of a vision 

Which I beheld in great King Edgar's days, 

Being that time Abbot of Glastonbury, 

Which (for it was a matter of some worth) 

I did make known to few until this day : 

But now I purpose that the world shall see 

How much those slanderers have wronged me ; 

Nor will I trouble you with courts and kings ; 

Or drive a feigned battle out of breath ; 

Or keep a coil myself upon the stage ; 
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But think yoti see me in my secret cell, 
Arm'd with my portass,' bidding of my beads. 
But on a audden I'm o'ercome with sleep ! 



Ifai 



ght enaue, watch you, for Dunstan ' dreams. 



thunder; the eurtaiat drawn oh a tudden ; 

Pluto, Minos, -^acus, Rhadamanthus, 

ut in comael; before them Malbkcco's 

gkoit guarded with furiei. 
Plu. You ever-dreaded judges of black hell. 
Grim Minos, £aciia, and Khadamauth, 
Lords of CocytiiB, Styx, and Phleyethon, 
Princes of dat^ess, Pluto'u ministers, 
Know that the greatness of his present cause 
Hath made ourselves in person sit as judge, 
To hoar th' arraignment of Jlalbecco's ghost. 
Stand forth, thou ghastly pattern of despair. 
And to this powerful synod tell thy tale, 
That wo may hear If thou canst justly say 
Thou wert not author of thy own decay. 

Mal.^ Infernal Jove, great prince of Tartary, 
With humble reverence poor jfalbecco speaks, 
Stili trembling with the fatal memory 
Of his so late concluded tragedy. 
1 was (with thanks to your great bounty) bred 
A wealthy lord, whilst that I li/d on earth ; 



' In the old copy it ia printed Torlau, but it meaiu par- 
Uat, fortttie, or pnTlaa. tbe breiiarTof the Roman Catholic 
Church. Thua, in Oreeno's " Friiir Bacon and Friir 
llungBy "— 



S«c also note to " New Cmlom" [iii. 24].— CoWirr. 
' [Old copf and former edits., Draulon' i.] 
' 8«(i the story of Malbeeea in .'jpenaer'a '' Faeris Que 




1 an iH'Uii.i ; Mil Mir v\a^ iiiii»''-ii, 

lliii t'niilly -r.iiiiM with inward wirk«Mlii.'>>. 

I kcjtt licj' l»iM\cl\', imd I loN'M lifT dear : 

iJiil lliai (l<-ar 1<)V»' did cost inv lift' and all. 

To reckon up a thousaml of her pranks, 

Her pride, her wasteful spending, her unkin 

ness. 
Her false dissembling, seeming sanctity, 
Her scolding, pouting, prating, meddling, 
And twenty hundred more of the same stamp, 
Were but to heap ^ an endless catalogue 
Of what the world is plagu'd with every day. 
But for the main of that I have to tell. 
It chanced thus — Late in a rainy night, 
A crew of gallants came unto my house, 
And (will I, nill I) would forsooth be lodg'd. 
I brought them in, and made them all go 

cheer 
(Such as I had in store), and lodged them soft. 
Amongst them one, ycleped ^ Paridell 
(The falsest thief that ever trod on ground), 
RobbM me, and with him stole away my wife. 
I (for I lov'd her dear) pursu*d the thief, 
And after many days in travel spent, 
Found her amongst a crew of satyrs wild, 



* The old copy has it reap, bat probably we onght to « 
heap : to reap an endiass catalogue is hardly sense, 
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Kissing and colling ' all the livelong niglit. 
I spake her fair, and pra/d her to return ; 
But she in scorn commands me to be gone. 
And glad I was to fly, to save my life. 
But when I backward came unto toj house, 
I find it apoil'd, and all my treasure gone. 
Desp'rate and mad, I ran I knew not whither. 
Calling and crying out on heaven and fate, 
Till, seeing none to pity my distress, 
I threw myself down headlong on a rock, 
And so concluded all my ills at once. 
Now, Judge you, justice benchers, if my wife 
Were not the inatrament to end my life. 

Plu. Can it be possible (you lords of hell) 
Malbecco's tale of women should lie true 1 
Is marriage now become so great a curse, 
That whilom was the comfort of the world 1 

MiN. Women, it seems, have lost their native 
shame, 
As no man better may compliiin than I ; 
Though not of any whom I made my wife, 
But of my daughter, who procured my fall, 

./Eac. 'Tis strange what plaints are brought 
us every day 



1 Colling is embracing rounil the neck. Dart bracUa 
arvici, u Barct eipUina it in hia " Alrearie," too* wKc 
Tbo word in frequentir to be found in ■ncient wriWri. 
So ia Knumus' " PnuK of FoUie." 1549, aig. B 2 : 
" For ell, what is it in joiiuge babes that no dooe kyne 
so, wedoeca//t«a ; we do clieryshe to, tliut a verf eoemle i« 
moTed to aparo and succuur Ihisttge." I[i"WiIy Begailed," 
160fl: "I'll clasp thee, and clip thee; enll lltct, and kisn 
thM, till I ba better than nought, and worse than nothing," 
In " The Witch," by MiddUton— 

Diuuae, kyue, iiicl coil, at» tyerj'Mus, 
And ID Braton's " Woorkos of a Young Wit," 1B77. p. 37- 
" Then fur Ood'i uks, let louDf folko co'l ud klup, 
TChED oldui rolku wUI Ihinki it uU udIhc' 



396 GRIM TIIE COLLIER OF CROTDOX. 

Of men made miserable by marriage ; 

So that, amongst a thousand, scarcely ten 

Have not some grievous actions 'gainst their 

wives. 
Kha. My lord, if Ilhadamanth might counsel 

you, 
Your grace should send some one into the world, 
That might make proof if it be true or no. 

Plu. And wisely hast thou counsell'd, Rhada- 

manth. 
Call ill Belphogor to me presently ; 

[One of tlie furies goes for BelpIIEGOK. 
He is the fittest that I know in hell 
To undertake a task of such import ; 
For he is patient, mild, and pitiful — 
Humours but ill agreeing with our kingdom. 

£nter Belphegor. 

And here he comes. Belphegor, so it is, 

We in our awful synod have decreed 

(Upon occasion to ourselves best known) 

That thou from lience shall go into the world. 

And take upon thee the shape of a man, 

In which estate thou shalt be married. 

Choose thee a wife that l>cst may please thyself, 

And live with her a twelvemonth and a day. 

Thou shalt be subject unto human chance. 

So far as common wit cannot relieve thee ; 

Thou shalt of us receive ten thousand pounds, 

Sufficient stock to use for thy increase : 

But whatsoever happens in that time. 

Look not irom us for succour or relief. 

This sliJilt thou do, and when the time's expired, 

Bring word to us what thou hast seen and done. 

Bel. With all my heart, my lord, I am content, 
So I may have my servant Akercock 
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To wait on ' me, as if lie were my man, 
Tliat he may witness likewise what is done. 

Plu. We are contented, he aliail go with 

Mix. But what meantime decrees your ma- 
jesty 
Of poor MalbeHio f 

Plu. He shall rest with us. 

Until Belphegor do return again ; 
And as he finds, so will we give his doom. 
Come, let us go and set our apyal * forth, 
Who for a time must nmke experiment, 
If hell be not on earth as well as here. [Exeunt. 
[It ihiituleri and iightmt ; Uie ihviU go Jorth : 
DUNST&N, riting, rtinnelh about the tlage, 
laying about him, with hit »taff. 
St Duk. Satan, avaunt ! thou art man's enemy : 
Ttkou sbalt not live amongst us so unseen, 
So to Iwttray us to the prince of dorknesa. 
Satan, avaunt ! I do conjure thee hence. — 
What, dream'at thou, Dunstan? yea, I dreani'il 

indeed. 
Must then the devil come into the world J 
Such is, belike, the infernal king's decree ; 
Well, be it so; for Dimstan is content 
Mark well the process of the devil's disguise, 
Who happily may learn you to be wise. 



" C&tUins," act iv. 



Add ,pial on lh«, , 
AndthsuDolfeelll 



And in Aacbam'g " Report and Diicourae of tbs State of 
Qerman?," p. 31: "He went iata France secretly, and 
•riB there with Shirtlj u ■ common launcs knight, and 
named bymselfe CaplaJne Paul, leal the Empcrours tpiali 
aliould get out liya doynget." 
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Women, Iwware, and make your bargains well. 
The devil, lo choose a wife, is come from hell. 



Kntty MonCAN, Earl o/Lojulon, Lacy, Barl o/Kent. 
with m'iles Forrest. 

MoR. My Lord of Rent, yourbonour knows my 
mind, 
That ever has, and still doee hnnaur you. 
Accounting it my daughter's happiiiesa 
(Amidst her other infelicities). 
That you vouchsafe to love her as yon do. 
How gUdly I would grant your lordship's suit 
The lieavens can witness, which with ruthless ear* 
Have often heard my yet unjiitied plaints ; 
And could 1 find some means for her recovery. 
None but yourself should liave her to your wife. 

Lacy. My Lord of London, now long time it it 
Since Lacy first was suitor to your daughter. 
The fairest Honorea, in whose eyes 
Honour itself in love's sweet bosom lies. 
What shall we say, or seem tu strive with heaven, 
Who speechless sent her first into the world I 
In v^n it is for us to think to loose 
That wliich by nature's self we see is bound. 
Her beauty, with her other virtues join'd. 
Are gifts sufficient, though she want n tongue ; 
And some will count it virtue in a woman 
Still to be bound to unoffending silence ; 
Thougli I could wish with half of all my lands. 
That she could sjieak : but since it may not be, 
'Twere vain to imprison beauty with her sfieeoh, 

FnR. Have you not beard, my lords, the won 
droiis fame 
Of holy Duustan, Abbot of Glastonbury 1 
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What miracles lie hath adiiov'd of late ; 
Aud how the rood of Dovercourt ' did speak. 
CoiifirmiDg his opinion to be true ; 
And how the holy consistory felJ, 
With all the monks that were assembled there, 
Saving one beam, whereon this Duneton sut ; 
And other more snch miracles as these. 
They say ho is of such religious life, 
That angels often use to taJk with him, 
And tell to him the secrets of the heavens. 
No question, if your honours would but try. 
He could procui-e my lady for to speak. 

MoR. Believe nie. Forrest, thou hast well advis'd. 
For I have heard of late much talk of him. 

Lacy. Is nut tliat Dunston he who chcck'd thi- 
kinj; 
About his privy dealuig with the nan, 
And mode him to do penance for the fault t 

MoR, The same is he; for whom I straight 
will send. 
Miles Forrest shall in post to Giastoubury, 
Aud gently pray the abbot for my sake 
To come to London. Sure, I hope the heavens 
Have ordain'd Dunstan to do Morgan good. 



' In the county of Essrx, t)ie motlicr-clinrch of Harwich. 
" In ilie aame ycare o( our Lord Ifiua (bcre was an Iiiall 
naiaed Tht Bouit of Davarovrt. lrliercanl« nu much and 
grenl resort of peopla. For ul thai limi: tliero wu* a great 
rumour blown abruud smungat the i);norBDt sort, lliat llie 
power of The Moll of Dorerrouri WM BO grwt that no nan 
had power lo slint (he church donre where bo »UM<i, and 
therefore they let (he church dore, bolli nijiht and day. con- 
tinually Bland open, for the more credit unto tlie liliiide 
rumour."— Fox 'b "Muriy™,"ii. 802. This is the account 
given l>y Tex of ihU celchruted image ; tFhu adds that 
four men, determining to destroy it, Iravellctl ten milea 
from Drdham. where they resided, took away the Hood and 
burul it, for which act tlire« of them afurwards auffarcd 
death. 
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Lacy. Let us despatcli him thither presently ; 
For I myself will stay for his retorn. 
And see some end or other, era I go. 

MoR. Come, then, Lord Lacy: Forrest, cone 
away. {kxeunt. 



Enter BklTHEGOR, at!i>'ed like a pJij/turian ,• As. 
COCK, hU man, »'» a (awmy coat. 

Bel. Now is Belphegor, an incarnate devil. 
Come to the eiirth to seek him ont a dame : 
Hell be my speed 1 and ao, I hope, it will. 
In lovely London are we here arrived ; 
Where, as I hear, the earl hath a fair daughter 
So full of virtue and soft modesty. 
That yet she never gave a man foul word. 

Aker. Marry, indeed, they say she cannot speak. 

Bel. For this cause have I taken this disgaise. 
And will profess me a physician, 
C'ome up on purpose for to cure the lady : 
Marrj', no may ' shall bind me but heraeif. 
And she I do intend shall l>e my wife, 

Aker. But, master, tell nie one thing hy the 
way: 
Uo you not mean that I shall marry too I 

Bei^ No, Akercock, thou shall lie still unwed ; 
For if they be as bad as is reported, 
One wife will be enough to tire ua both. 

Aker. 0, then you mean that I shall now and 
then 
Have, as it were, a course at base * with her. 

' Old copj, inay.— Peyje. 

* [A pUf on tbe double meaning of ihe word, aa old 
nine and tbe set of kigainj;.] 
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Bel. Not 8o, not ao, that's one of mAriiaL-f' 
plagues 
WItiuh I must Eeek to shun amongst the rt^st, 
And live in sweet eonteutment with my wife, 
That when I back again return to hell. 
All women may be bound to reverence me 
For saving of their credita, as I wilL 
But who comes herel 

£ater CAPTAIN CLINTON. 

L'lin. This needs must tickle Musgrave to tiin 
quick, 
And stretch liis heart-strings farther by an inch, 
That Lacy must be married to his love ; 
And by that match my market is near marr'd 
For Mariana, whom 1 most affect ; 
But I must cast about by some device 
To help myself, and to prevent the earl, 

Bel. This fellow fitly comes to meet with me. 
Wiio eeema to he acquainted with the earl. [Aeit/r. 
Good fortune guide you, sir I 

Clin. As much to you, 

Bel, Might I entreat a favour at your hand^ ( 

CUN. What's that ) 

Bel. I am a stranger here in England, sir, 
lirought from my native home upon report, 
Tliat the earl's daughter wants the use of speech ; 
I have been practiaeil in such cures ere now. 
And willingly would try my skill on her. 
Let me request you ao to favour me. 
As to direct me to her father's house. 

Clin. With all my heart, and welcome shall 
you be 
To that good earl, who mourns his daughter's want : 
But they have for a holy abbot sent. 
Who can, men say, do many rairaeles. 
In hope that he will work this wondrous cure. 

VOL. VllL 2 c 
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Bel. WhateVr he be, I know 'tis past his skill ; 
Sot mux in the worid, besides myself, 
IHd ever sound the depth of that device. 

ERter MrSGRAVE. 

Cux. Musgrare, well met : I needs must speak 

with voo- 
>Irs. I came to seek von. 
Clix. Tamr rou a while. 
[To Bel] Shall I entreat you, sir, to walk before 
With this same gentleman f I'll overtake you. 

[Exrunt BelPHEGOR and AKERCOCK. 
This is the news : the £ari of Kent is come, 
And in all haste the marriage must be made. 
Your lady weeps, and knows not what to do ; 
But hopes that you will work some means or other 
To stop the cross-proceedings of the earL 

Mrs. Alas, poor Clinton .' what can Musgravt* 
do? 
I'nless I should by stealth convey her thence. 
On which a thousand dangers do depend. 

Cllv. Well, to be brief, because I cannot stay, 
Thus stands the case : if you wiU promise me 
To work your cousin Marian to be mine, 
III So devise that you shall purchase ^ her; 
And therefore, tell me if you like the match 1 
Mrs. With all my heart, sir ; yea, and thank 

vou, too. 
Clix. Then say no more, but leave the rest to 
nie, 
For I have plotted how it shall be done. 
I must go follow yon fair gentleman. 
On whom I build my hopes. Musgrave, adieu. 
Mus. Clinton, farewell; I'll wish thee goo<l 
success. [Exeunt. 

» [Obtain.] 
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ACT II., SCENE 1. 

Enter MoKOAN, Lacy, Dukstan, Forrest, 
HuNOREA, Marian. 

MoR. Thou holy man, to whom the highi-i- 
powera 
Have given the gift of cures beyond conceit. 
Welcome thou art unto Earl Morgan's house : 
The house of aorrow yet, uulesa by thee 
Our joys may spring anew ; which if they do, 
lieward and praise shall both attend on thee. 

Lacy. And we will ever reverence thy name, 
Matdng the chionicles to speak tby praise : 
So Honorefl may but Iiave her speech. 
Dun. My lonls, you know the halloMM gift of 
tongues 
Comes from the selfsame power tliat gives us 

breath ; 
He binds and loosetli them at his dispose ; 
And in his name mil Dunstnn undertake 
To work this cure upon fair Honorea. 
Hang there, my harf>, my solitary muse, 
(.'ompaoion of my contemplation. 

[We kuHffi hit htirp on the trail. 
And, lady, kneel with me upon the earth, 
That botli our prayers may asci^nd to heaven. 

[Thfy knetl down. Tlttn entert CuwTON, uilfi 
Belphegor, termini/ fiim*el/ Castiliano, 
and Akercock, as ROBlN GOODFELLOW. 
Clin. So shall you do the lady a good turn. 
And bind both him and me to you for ever. 

[A>id..] 
Bel. I have determined wtiat I mean to do. 

[A>id..-\ 

Clin. Here be the earU, and with them is the 

&iar. [^JK^«.] 
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Bel, AVliat, is he praying? [Jsi.h.] 

Clin. So raethiuks he ia j 
But I'll disturb him. [AnJe.] By your leavp, 

my lords, 
Here ia a atrauger from beyoad the seas 
Will UDilertako to cure your lordflliip's daughter. 

MoR. The holy abbot is about the cure. 

Bel. Yea, but, my lord, he'll never tinisK it. 

MoK. How canst thou tell I What countrj-ntaii 
art thou 1 

Bel. I am by birth, my lord, a S}ianiard born. 
And by descent came of a noble house ; 
Though, for the love 1 bare ' to secret arta, 
1 never car'd to seek for vain estate, 
Yet by my skill I have increaa'd my wealth. 
My name Castiliano, and my birth 
No baser than the best blood of Castile. 
Hearing your daughter's strange infirmity, 
■loiii'd with such matchless beauty and rare virtm-, 
1 cross'd the seas ou purpose for her good. 

Dun. Fond man, presuming on thy weaker 
skill. 
That think'st by art to overrule the heavens ! 
Thou know'st not what it is thou uudertak'st. 
No, no, my lord, your daughter must be cut'd 
By fasting, prayer, and religious works ; 
Myself for her will sing a solemn mass, 
-\nd give her three sips of the holy chalice ; 
And turn my beads with aves and with creeds : 
And thus, my lord, your daughter must be help'd, 

Cas. 'Zounds, what a prating keeps the bald- 
pate friar ! 
My lord, my lord, bend's church-work for an age I 
Tush I I will cure her in a minute's space, 
That she shall speak as plain as you or I. 

[DUNSTAN's harp Movruli on iht wall. 

' [Old copy, And formct ediU., btar.} 
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For. Hark, hark, my lord ! the holy ahhot'a hai-ji 
Sounils by itself so hanging on the wall 1 

Dcx. Unhallowed man, that Bcom'st the sncreil 
rede,' 
Hark how the testunony of my truth 
Sounds heavenly music with an angel'a hand. 
To testify Dmistan'a integrity, • 
And prove thy atitive lioust of no effeot. 

Gas. Tush, sir, that music was to welcome uie '. 
The harp hath got another master now ; 
1 warrant you. 'twill never tune you more. 

Dun. Who should be master of my harp but I 'f 

Ca8, Try, then, what service it will do for you, 
[He tries to play, but eaaiinl. 

Dl'N. Thou art some sorcerer or necromancer, 
Who by thy spells doat hold these holy strings. 

Cas. Cannot your holiuess unbind the bonds I 
Then, I perceive, my skill is most of force. 
You see, my lord, the abbot is but weak ; 
I am the man must do your daughter good. 

MoE. What wilt thou ask for to work thy cure ? 

Uar That without which I will not do the cure : 
Herself to be my wife, for which intent 
1 came from Spain. Then, If she shall be mine. 
Say so, or keep her else for ever dumb. 

MoR The Earl of Kent, mine honourable friend, 
Hath to my daughter been a suitor long. 
And much it would displease both her and him 
To be prevented of their wished love. 
A^k what thou wilt beside, ami I will grant it. 

Cas. Alas, my lord ! what should the crazy i-iul 
Do with so young a virgin as your daughter 1 
1 dare stand to her choice 'twixt him and me. 

Lacy. And I will pawn mine earldom with my 
love, 
And lose them both, if I lose Honorea. 



' See aote to " Gimmer Gartao's HeHll«" {\i, 203]. 
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Cas. a matuh, my lords ! We'll stand unto tbf 

choice. 
MOR. 1 nm contented, if the earl bo pleased. 
Lacy. I were not worthy of her, did I doubt. 
Cas. Then there it goes. Fetch me a bowl of 
■wine: 
TliiB is the match, my lord, before I work — 
If she refuse the earl, she must be mine. 
MoR. It is. 

[One briuift him a cup of wine: he iti-aina ihr 
juice of iJtr herb inla it. 
Cas. Now shall your lordships see a SpanianlV 
skill, 
Who from the plains of new America^ 
Can find out sacred simples of esteem 
To bind and unbind nature's strongest powers. 
This herb, which mortal men have seldom found. 
Can I with ease procure me, when I list. 
And by this juice shall Ilonorea speak. 
Here, lady, drink the freedom of thy heart. 
And may it teach thee long to call me love I 

[She dri.'U 
Now, lovely Honorea, thou art free. 
Let thy celestial voice make choice of me. 
Hon. Base alien ! mercenaiy fugitive ! 
Presumptuous Spaniard ! that with ehameli-Tts 

Dar'st ask an English lady for thy wife, 
I scorn my slave should honour thee so much : 
And, for myself, I like myself the worse, 
That thou dar'st hope the gaining of my love. 
Go, get thee gone, the shame of my esteem. 
And seek some drudge that may be like thyself ! 
But as for you, good Earl of Kent, 

' Id 1662, when this piny wu either lint printod or 
reprinled, it would hove been aUurd to ttlk of Anrrica ■» 
Riw or bewl; diwwrercd. — Collier. 
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Methinks your lordship, l>eiiig of these yeare, 

SliouUt be past dreaming of a second wife. 

Fie, fie, my lord I 'tis lust in doting age : 

I will not patronise so foul a sin. 

Ad old man dote on youth 1 'tia monstrouB. 

Go home, go home, and rest your weary head '. 

'Twere pity auch a brow should learn to bud. 

And lastly unto you, my lord and father, 

Your love to me is too much overseen, 

That in your care and counsel ahould devise 

To tie your daughter'a choice to two such ^;^Ollrtl■^ 

You may elect for me, but I'll dispose. 

And fit myself far better than both those ; 

And so I will conclude ; you[r], aa you please. 

[E-xil HoNOBEA i« a chafe. 

.-Vker. Call you this making of a woman speak I 
I think they all wish she were dumb again. 

Cas. How now, my lord! what, are you in u 

L.icy. I would to God her tongue were tied 
again. 

Cab. Ay, marry, sir, but that'a another thing. 
The devil cannot tie a woman's tongue ; ' 
I would the friar could do thai with Ida W-ids. 
But 'tis no matter : you, my lord, have promis'd. 
If she refuse the earl, slie Mould be mine. 

MoR. Win her, and wear her, man, with all my 
heart! 

Cas. 0, 1'i! haunt her till I make her stoop. 
('ome, come, my lonl, thia was to try her voice ; 
Let's in and court her ; one of us shall speed, 

Aker. Happy mun^ be his dole that miaseth 
her, say I. 

Pun. My weaker senses cannot apprehend 



■ [Thil pUHi^e remitids ui of No. i 
fllvB," Haililfg "JcBlBoofcB,"i. 87.) 
' See note to "Dunoa and Pilhiu" |i 
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Tlic means this stranger us'd to make her spe&k : 
Tliere is some secret mystery therein, 
Conceal'd from Dunetan, which the heayens reveal. 
That I may scourge this bold, blaspheming man. 
Who holds religious works of little worth L 

[Exeunt; manmt CLINTON and FoRREST. 

For. Now, Cuptain Clinton, what think yon of 
me) 

Clin, Methinks as yet the jest holds pretty 
welL 
The one hath tanght her to deny himself : 
The other woo'd so long, he cannot speed. 

For. This news will please young Muagr»ve. 

Clin. Marry will it, 
And I will hasten to acquaint liim with tbem ; 
Come, let's away, [Extnnl. 

Enter PaRSON SilORinoSE and Grim (/« Coltiei: 

Grim. No, Master Parson, grief hath made my 
heart and me a pair of balance, as heavy as lead. 
Every night I dream I am a town top, and that I 
am whipped up and down with the scourge- stick of 
love and the metal of affection ; and when I wake,' 
I find myself stai'k naked, and as cold as a stone. 
Xow judge how I am tumbled and tossed ; poor 
Grim the collier hatb wished himself burnt up 
amongst bis coals. 

Sho. Grim I be wise, dream not of love, 
Thy sorrows cannot fancy move : 
If Jug love thee, love her again ; 
If not, thy kindness then refrain. 

Grim. I am not skilled in your rhyming, Master 
I'arsou ; hut that which is bred In the fle«h will 
never come out of the bone. 1 have seen as much 
as another man ; my travel should teach me. 

' Old oopy, Korb.^Ptff'jt. 




There's never a day in the week but I carry coals 
' from Croydon to London ; and now. when I rise 
in the morning to harness my horsea, and load my 
' cart, metbinka I have a tailor sewing stitches in 
my heart : when I am driving my cart, my heart 
that wanders one way, my eyes they leer another, 
my feet they lead me, I know not whither, but n 
and then into a slough over head and ears ; so that 
poor Grim, that before was over shoes in love, ia 
now over head and ears in dirt and mire. 

Seo, Well, Grim, my counsel shall suffice 
To help thee ; but in any wise 
Be rul'd by roe, and thou shalt see. 
As thou lov'st her, she shall love thee. 

Grim. A lard ! ' but do you think that will W- 
so 1 I should laugh till I tickle to see that day, 
and forswear sleep all the next night after, 
Master Parson, I am so haltered in affection, that 
I may tell you in secret, [since] here's nobody else 
hears me, I take no care how I lill my sacks. 
Every time I come to London, my coals are foiratl 
faulty ; I have been five times pilloried, my coalf 
given to the poor, and my sacks burnt before my 
fece. It were a shame to ajMiak this, but trutli 
will come to light. Joan ! thou hast thrown 
the coal-dust of thy love into my eyes, and strickcti 
ne quite blind. 

Sbo. Now, afore God, the collier chooseth well ; 
For beauty Jug doth bear away the bell, 
And I love her: then, collier, thou roust roiss. 
For Parson Shorthose vows. Jug shall be his, 

lA.IJr.] 
But hear'st thou. Grim, I have that in my head, 
To plot that how thou ahalt the maiden wed. 

Grim. But are you sure you have that in your 
head 1 0, for a hammer to knock that out ! oar 

' [i.*., Unl.] 
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bluw at yuur pate would lay all open to me, aii<I 
make me as wise as you. 

Sbo. Think'sl thou I do 8o often look 
For nothing ou iny learned book, 
As that I cannot work the feat 1 
I warrant I'll the miller cheat, 
And make Jug thine, in spit« of htm. 
Will this content thee, neighbour Grim? 

Grim. Content me 1 ay, and bo highly, that if 
you do this feat for me, you hire me to you ae one 
hireth an ox or on asa : to use, to ride, to spur, or 
anything ; yours to demand, miserable Grim ) 
Joan's handmaid I for so I have called myself 
ever since last May-day, when she gave me her 
hand to kiss. 

Sho. Well, let's away ; and in all haete 
About it, ere the day be pass'd ; 
And ever after, if thou hast her, 
Acknowledge me to be thy master. 

Gkul I wool, eir: come, let's away, the best 
ilrink in Croydon's yours ; I have it for you, even 
a dozen of jugs, to Jug's health. [Exeunt both. 

Enter Earl Morgan, Earl Lacv, Maria>\ 

MoR. My Lord of Kent, the latter motioD 
Doth bind me to you in a higher degree 
Than all those many favours gone before : 
And now the issue of my help relies 
Only on Mariana's gentleness. 
Who, if she will, in such a common good, 
Put to her helping-hand, the match is made. 

Lacy. You need not make a doubt of Marian. 
Whose love unto her lady were enough. 
Besides her cousin's and her own consent. 
To move her to a greater thing than this. 

Mar, My lords, if aught there be in Marian, 
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That may or pleasure you or profit her, 
Ye shall not need to doubt of my consent. 

MoR. Gramercy, Marinn; and indeed the thitii: 
Is in itself a matter of so moment, 
If it be weigh'd aright, and therefore this : 
Thou know'at the bargain 'twixt me and thedoctur, 
Concerning marriage with my only daughter, 
"Whom I determined that my Lord of K.ent 
Should have espoused : but I Bee her niiud 
Is only set upon thy cousin Miisgrave, 
And in her marriage to use constraint 
Were bootless ; therefore thus we have devised. 
Lord Lacy is content to lose his part, 
And to resign his title to young Musgrave ; 
But now the doctor will not yield his right- 
Thus wc determine to beguile lils holies : 
Thou shult this night be brought unto his bed 
Instead of her, and he shall many thee : 
Musgrave shall have my daughter, she her will ; 
And so shall all things sort ' to our content 

Lacy. And this thoit shalt be sure of, Alarian, 
The doctor's wealth will keep thee royally : 
Besides, thou shalt be ever near thy friends, 
That will not see thee wrong'd by any man. 
Say then, wilt thou resolve to marry him ? 

Mas. My lords, you know I am but young : 
The doctor's fit for one of riper years ; 
Yet, in regard of Honorea'a good. 
My cousin's profit, and all your contents, 
I yield myself to be the doctor's wife. 

MoR. 'Tis kindly spoken, gentle Marian. 




. , So happen in the ii 
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But here the doctor comes. 

Lacy. Then I'll away. 
Lest he suspect aught by my being here. [Exit. 

MoR. Do, and let me alone to close vith him. 

Cas. May he ne'er speak that makes a woman 
Bj>eak I 
She talks now Bure for all the time that's pass'd : 
Her tongue is like a scarecrow in a tree. 
That clatters still with every puff of wind. 
I have so haunted her from place to place : 
Ahout the hall, from thence into the parlour. 
Up to the chamber, down into the garden. 
And still she rails, and chafes, and scolds, 
As if it were the sessions-day in hell. 
Yet will I haunt her with an open mouth, 
And never leave her till I force her love me. 

MoR. Now. master doctor; wliat, a match or 
nol 

t'AS. A match, quoth you ) 1 think the devil 
himself 
Cannot match her ; for, if he could, I should. 

[Atidt-\ 

MoR. Well, be content : 'tis I must work the 
mean 
To make her yield, whether she will or no. 
My Lord of Kent is gone hence in a chafe, 
And now I purpose that siie shall be yours, 
Vet to herself unknown ; for she shall think 
That Musgrave is the man, hut it shall bo you : 
Seem you still discontented, and no more. 
Go, Mariana, call thy mistress hither. 
Now, when she comes, dissemble what you know. 
And go away, as if you car'd not for her ; 
So will she the sooner be brought into it 

[Exit Marias, 



(.'AS. My lord, I thank you for your honest 
And, as I may, will study to requite it. 

Untfr HONOREA and MARIAN. 

But here your daughter coiues. No, no, my 

lord, 
'Tis not her' favour I regard, nor lier ; 
Your promise 'tis I challenge, which I'll have : 
It waa my bargain, no man else should have her. 
Not that I love her, but I'll not be wrong'd 
By any one, my lord ; and ao I leave you. 

[Eril Castiliano. 

MoR, He's passing cunning to deceive himself ; 
But all the better for the after-sport. 

Hon. Sir, did you aend for me ( 

MoR. Honorea, for thee ; 
And this it is, Howe'er unworthily 
I have bestowed my love so long upon thee, 
That wilt so manifcBtly contradict me. 
Yet, that thou may'st i>erceive how I esteem thee. 
I make thyself the guardian of thy love, 
That thine own fancy may make choice for thee. 
I have persuaded with my Lord of Kent 
To leave to love thee : now the peevish doctor 
Swears that his iut'rest he will ne'er resign ; 
Therefore we must by policy deceive him. 
He shall suppose he lieth this night with thee. 
But Mariana shall supply thy room ; 
And thou with Musgrave in another chamber 
Shall secretly be lodg'd. When this is done, 
'Twill be too late to call that back again : 
So shalt thou have tliy mind, and he a wife. 

Hon. But wilt thou, Mariana, yield to this! 

Mar. For your sake, lady, I will undertake it. 

' Old copj, /or.— /"qi^r, 
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Hun. Gracnercy, Marian, and my noble falh'.T ; 
Xow I acknowledge that indeed you love nie. 

MoR. Well, no more words, but be you botU 
prepar'd : 
The night drawetli on, and I have sent in secret 
For Musgrave, that he may be brought iinseen. 
To hide suspicion from their jealous eyes. 

Hon. I warrant you. Come, Marian, let us go. 
[Extant HoNOKKA and MARIAN. 

MoR. And then ray Lord of Kent shall be my 

Should I go wed my daughter to a Iwty t 

So, uo ; young girls must have their will restraiu'd; 

For if the rule be theirs, all runs to nought. [Ej:ii. 



Enter Clack the Miller, with JoAN. 

Clack. Be not Jug, as a man would say, finer 
than fivepence, or more proud than a peacock : 
that is, to seem to scorn to call iu at Clack's mill 
as you pass over the bridge. There be as good 
ivenches as vou be glad to pay me toIL 

Joan. Like enough, Clauk ; I had as live ' they 
as 1, and a great deal rather too. You, that take 
toll of so many maids, shall never toll me aft«r 
you. God I what a dangerous thing it is but to 
peep once into love ! I was never so haunted with 
my han-est-work as I aiu with love's passions. 

Clack. Ay, but Joan, bear old proverbs in 
your memory ; soft and fair ; now, sir, if you 
make too much haste to fall foul, ay, and that upon 
a foul one too, there fades the flower of all Croy- 
don. Tell me but this : is not Clack the miller as 
good a name as Grim the collier 1 
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Joan. Alns ! I know no difference iu names 
To make a maid or choose or to refuse. 

Clack. You wp.re best to say, no, nor in men 
neither. Well, I'll be awom I liave ; but I Lave 
no reason to tell you bo much, that care so little 
for me [tuVi^] : yet hark. [ClacK epeaketh in her eai: 

Eater Griu and PARSON Shorthosb. 

Grim. Master Parson, there he stande like a 
scarecrow, to drive mu away from her that stick* 
as close to my heart as my shirt to my bock, or 
my hose to my heel. Master Parson Short- 
hose, Grim is but a man as another man is : col- 
liers have but lives, as other men have. All is 
gone if she go from me : Grim is nobody without 
her. My heart is in my mouth ; my mouth is in 
my hand ; my hand threatens vengeance against 
tiie miller, as it were a beadle with a whip in his 
liand, triumphing o'er a beggar's baek ! 

Sho. Be silent, Grim ; stand close, and see ; 
So shall we know how all things be. 

Grim. In wisdom I am appeased ; but in anger 
I broil, as it were a rasher upon the coals. 

Joan, I'll not despise the trades ye either 
have; 
Yet Grim the collier may, if he be wise. 
Live even as merry as the day is long ; 
For, in my judgment, in his mean estate 
Consists as much content as in more wealth. 

Grim. Master Parson, write down this sweet 
saying of her in Grim's commendations, She hath 
made my heart leap like a hobby-horse ! Joan, 
this speech of thine will I carry with ma even to 
my grave, 

Sho. Be silent, then. 

Clack. Well, then, I perceive yoa mean to lead 
your life in a coaliiit, like one of the devil's 
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ilrudges, aiul have your face look like the outw&rd 
side of an old iron pot or a blacking-box. 

Grim. He calletli my trade into question, I can- 
not forbear him. 
Sho. Nay, then yon spoil all : neighbour 
Grim, 
I warrant you, she will answer him. 

Joan. Wliat I intend, I am not bound to show 
To thee, nor any other but my mother, 
To whom in duty I submit myself : 
Yet tliis I t*U thee, though my birth be meau, 
My honest virtuous life sliall help to mend it ; 
.\iid if I marry any in all tlus lite, 
He shall say boldly he hath an honest wife. 

Grim. 0, that it were my fortune to light upon 
her, on condition my horses were dead, and my 
cart broken, and I bound to carry coah, as long as 
1 live, from Croydon to London on my bare shoul- 
ders ! Master Parson, the flesh is frail, he shall 
tempt her no lon^r. She is but weak, and he is 
the stronger. I'll upon him. Miller, thou art my 
neighbour, and therein charity holds my hands ; 
but methiuks you, having a water-gap of your own. 
you may do as other millers do. grind your grist 
at home, knock your cogs into your own mill ; you 
shall not cog with her. 

She doth descry ihee ; 
And I defy thee 
To a mortal fight ; 
And BO, miller, good night. 
And now, sweet Joan, 
Be it openly known 
Tliou all my own. 
Clack. Well, Grim, since lliou art so collier- 
like oholerio 

Grim, Miller, I will not be mealy-mouth'd. 
Clack. I'll give thee the fewer words now, 
because the next time we meet, I'll pay thee all 
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in dry blows. Carry coals' at n. collier's Laixla ! 
if I do, let my mill be drowned up in water, aud I 
hanged in the roof. 

JoAM. And if thou lov'st mai Grim, forbear him 
now. 

Grim. If I love thee 1 dost thou doubt of that I 
nay, rip me up, aiid look into my heart, nnd tliou 
Khalt see thy own face pictured there as plainly as 
in the proudest looking-glass in all Croydon. If 
1 love thee ! then, tears, gu^h out, and (>h<jw my 
love. 

Clack. A\Tiat, Master Parson, are you there 1 
You remember you promised to win Joan for my 
own wearing I 

Sbo, I warrant thee. Clack, but now begone ; 
I.*ave me to work that here alone. 

Clack. Well, farewell, Master Shorthose ; be 
true when you are trustecL [Sirit Clack. 

Sho. She shall be neither his nor thine. 
For I intend to make her mine. 

Grim. If I love thee, Joan I Those very words 
are a purgation to me. You shall aeo desperation 
in my face, and death marching in my very coun- 
tenance. If I love I 

Sho. What, Grim, hath grief drown'd thee at 
last! 
Are all thy joys overcast 1 
Is Joan in plaice, and thou so sad I 
Her presence, man, should make thee glad. 

Joan. Good Master Parson, 'twas nofault of mine ; 

' It IB obaerved by Dr W«rburt(in (note on " Romeo and 
Juliet," act 1. le. 1), tbat to carry ev^i wu ■ pliruc (or' 
merl; in use to Bif;iiifj bearing of injurUt; ind Dr Percy 
hiB given BevenI inetaaceB in prMif of it. To iIiom ma; ba 
mdded the folloTing from Ben Jonsoii'B " Every Man out 
of hU Humoar," ikctv. bc. 3 : "Ttke heed, SiT PunUr- 
Tolo, whiil }ou do ; he'll biar w waif, 1 can t«ll jou, o' my 
word." 
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He takes occasion, where there none was given. 

I will not blab unto the world, my love 

I owe to him, and shall do whilst I live. [ J<i(i«.] 

GtRm. Well, Joan, without all ifs or ands, 
e-persese, a-peraese, or tittle-tattles in the world, 
I do love thee ; and so much that, in thy absence 
I cry, when I see thee, and rejoice with ray very 
heart, when I cannot behold thee. 

Sho. No doubt, no doubt, thou lov'st her well, 
But listen now to what I t«ll : 
Since ye are both so well agreed, 
I wish you make more haste and speed. 
To-morrow is Holy-rood day, 
When all a-nutting take their way; 
Within the wood a close doth stand, 
Encompass'd round on either hand 
With trees and bushes ; there will I 
Despatch your marriage presently. 

Grim. Master Parson, your devising pate hatli 
blessed me for ever. Joan, we'll have that so : the 
shorter the work the sweeter, 

Joan. And if my mother give but her consent. 
My absence shall in no case hinder it. 

Grim. She, qnotha ) she is mine already ; we'll 
to her presently. Master Parson, 'tis a match ; 
we'll meet you. Now, miller, do I go beyond 
youl I have stripped him of the wench, as a 
cook would strip an eel out of her skin, or a pud- 
ding out of the case thereof. Now I talk of a 
pudding, 0, 'tis my only food, I am an old dog at 
it. Come, Joan, let us away, I'll pudding you. 

Sho. Well, if my fortune luckily ensue, 
As you shall cosen him, I'll cosen you. lExeunl, 



Cas. Come, lovely Honorea, bright as dajr. 
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ks came Alcmenn from her sacred bed 
With Jupiter, shap'd like Ampliitrioa, 
So show my love. 

Hon. My love ! whom have we here ? Sweet 
MuBgrave I but, alas, I am betrayed ! 

Cas. Thou art my love. 

Lacy. No, mine. 

Hon. Nor yours, nor yours ; 
But Musgrave s love. Musgrave ! where art thou t 

Lacy. Be not displeas'd, my dear; give me thy 
hand. 

Hon. My hand, false earl ! nor hand nor heart 
of mine i 
Couldst thou thus cunningly deceive my hopes 1 
And could my father give consent thereto) 
Well, neither he nor thou shalt force my love. 

Cas. 'Tia I, fnir Honorea, am thy love : 
Forsake the worthless earl, give me thy hand. 

Mar. Whose hand would you have, sir? this 
hand is mine. 
And mine is yours : then keep you to your own : 
Yet are you mine, sir, and I mean to keep you. 
What ! do you think to shake me off ao soon 1 
No, gentle husband, now 'tia too-too late ; 
You should have look'd, before you came to bed. 

Enlitr EOBIN Goodfellow ^ wilh hU master's gown. 

Bob. Many good-morrows to my gentle master 
And my new mistress ; God give you both joy ! 
What say you to yonr gown, air, this cold morning t 
Cas. Robin, I am undone, and cast away I 
Rob. How, master, cast away upon a wife 1 
Cas. Yea, Robin, cast away upon a wife. 
Rob. Cast her away then, master, can you not? 



SeeftUter 
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M-^R. 2fo, sir, he cannot, nor he sball not do it. 
Rob. Why, how know you 1 I am sure you are 

not she. 
Mar, Yes, sir, 1 am your mistress, as it falls. 
Rob. As it falls, quoth ye T marry, a foul fall is it. 
Mak. Base rosea), dost thou say that I am foul I 
Rob. No, it was foul play for him to fall upon 

you. 
Mar. How know you that ho fell t were you 
80 nigh 1 [She givtth Robin o lox o» the tar. 
Rob. Mass, it should seem it was he that fell, 
if any. 
For you (methinks) are of a mounting nature : 
WTiat, at my ears at first 1 a good beginning. 
Lacy. My dear delight, why dost thou stain thy 
cheeks, 
Those rosy beds, with this unseemly dew 1 
Shake off those tears, that now untimely fall. 
And smile on me, that am thy summer's joy. 

Hon. Hapless am I to lose bo sweet a prison. 
Thus to obtain a weary liberty. 
Happy had I been ao to have remain'd. 
Of which estate I ne'er should have compliun'd. 

Rob. Wlioop, wboo I more marriages I and all 
nf a sort. Happy are they, I see, that live with- 
out them : if this be the beginning, what will be 
the ending Y 

Enttr Earl Morgan and Dunstan. 

MoR. Look, DuDstan, where they be ; diepleaG'd, 
no doubt. 
Try, if thou canst work reconciliation. 

Cas. My lord, I challenge you of breach of 
promise, 
Aud claim your daughter here to be my wife. 
Lact. ¥our claim is nought, sir ; she is mine 
already. 
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Hon. Your claim is nought, sir ; I am uone of 

yours. 
Mail Your claim is here, air ; Marian ia jour.s. 
What, husband, newly married and inconstant '. 
'Greed we so well together all this night. 
And must we now fall out 1 for shame, for slianif [ 
A man of your years, and be so unstay'd ! 
Come, come away, there may no other he ; 
I will have you, therefore you shall have me. 

Rob. This is the bravest country iu the world, 
AVTiere men get wives, whether they will or no : 
I trov? ere long some wench will challenge me. 

Cas. 0, is not this a goodly consequence 1 
I must have her, because she will have Die ! 

Dun. Ladies and gentlemen, hear Dunstaii 
speak. 
Marriage, no doubt, is ordain'd by providence ; 
Is sacred, not to be by vain affect 
Turn'd to the idle humours of men's brains. 
Besides, for you, my lady Honorea, 
Your duty binds you to obey your father. 
Who better knows what fits you than yourself; 
And 'twere in you groat folly to neglect 
The earl's great love, whereof you are unworthy. 
Should you hut seem offended with the match. 
Therefore submit yourself to make amends, 
For 'tis your fault ; so may you all be friends. 
Mote And, daughter, you must think what I 
have done 
Was for your good, to wed you to the eai-l. 
Who will maintain and love you royally : 
Tor what had Musgrave but his idle shape i 
A shadow to the substance you must build on. 

Rob. She will build substance on him, I trow ; 
Who keeps a shrew against her will, had better let 
her go. [Ati/le ] 

Mak. Madam, conceal your grief, and sei'm con- 
tent: 
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For, as it is, you must be rul'd per force : 
DisEemble, till convenient time may serve 
To tliink on this despite and Musgrave's love. 

[Asidt.] 
Lact. Tell me, my dear, wilt thou at length be 

pleas'd J 
Hon. As good be pleas'd, my lord, as not be 

Yet though my former love did move me much. 
Think not amiss, the same love may be yours. 

Gas. \Vhat ! ia it a match 1 nay then, since you 
agree, 
I cannot mend myself, for aught I see ; 
And therefore 'tis as good to be content 
Come, lady, 'tis yourlot to be my dame. 
Lordings, adieu ; God send you all good speed ! 
Some have their wives for pleasure, some for need. 

Lacy, Adieu, Castiliano : are we friends I 

Gas. Yes, yes, my lord, there is no remedy. 

Rob. No remedy, my masters, for a wife ] 
A note for young beginners : mark it well. 

£rUer Forrest, Captain Clinton, Harvey. 

For. Now, gallants, what imagine you of this I 
Qui- noses ore all sHt ; for Mariana, 
The Spanish doctor hath her to his wife, 
And Musgrave's hopes are dead fur Honorea, 
For she is married to the Earl of Kent. 
'Twill be good sport to see them when they rise. 
If so they be not gotten up already. 

Clin. I say the devil go with them all for me. 
The Spanish doctor marry Marian ! 
I think that slave was bom to cross me stilL 
Had it not been last day before the earl. 
Upon my conscience, I had crack'd his crown. 
When first he ask'd the lady for his wife ; 
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Now he hath got lier too, whom I dcsir'd. 
Why, he'll away with her ero long to Spain, 
And keep her there to dispoBeess our hop4!8. 

Fob. No, I can comfort you for that Buppoae : ' 
For yesterday he hir'd u dweUing-houae, 
And here he means to tarry all this year ; 
So long at least, whate'er he doth hereafter. 

Clin. A Kudden plotform' comes into my mind, 
And thia it is. Miles Forrest, thou and I 
Are partly well acquainted with the doctor. 
Kalph Harvey shall along with ua to him ; 
Him we'll prefer for hia apotheeaiyt 
Now, air, when Ralph and he are once acquainted. 
His wife may often come unto hie house, 
Either to see his garden, or such like : 
For, doubt not, women will hare means enough, 
If they l>e willing, as I hope she will. 
There may we meet her, and let each one plead : 
He that e[)eeds best, why let him carrj' it. 

For. I needs must laugh to think how all wi' 
three, 
In the contriving of this feat, agree : 
But, having got her, every man will strive 
How each may other of her love deprive. 

I St^fote U h«re need in the Bcnae of mnjtclure or appn- 
Amiion. OaiCDigae traiiBlited a comedy of Arioito, and 
called it " The Suppoaea." The employment of tfaeferli for 
the subatantiTe in the prcaent inataacc ii IiD eridence at the 
■ntiquitj ot thia ptaf. The folloiring parallel is from Gu- 
coigue'a Prologue: ''Theferje name vherof may peradue mure 
ilriue into euerie of jonr hddea, a sundne SuppOK, to tuppatt 
the meaniDK of our tvppoict." — CoUiir. 

' Lt., Plot or ii<miriTa&e«. Tarlton produced ■ piece 
called ■' The Plat-fom of the Seven Deadly Sini ; " and in 
" Sir J. Oldcaatle," by Draylon and oLhers. Grst printod in 
1500, 11 ia uied with llie same meaning la in the text, TJiL, 
a eontriTauce fur giving effect to the congpiracr. 

'' Then Ig lYiB plat-fom, ind Ibclr hunli, n^lBrd, 
EscbitriinlljrgubKribeil to ibe laint.' 
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Clin. Tut, Forrest ! Ioto admits these friendly 
strifes; 
But say, how like you of my late device 1 

For, Surpassing weU, but let's about it stiatglil. 
Lost he before our coming be provided. 

Clin. Agreed. [Ezevnr. 

Enter Mosgra^-e and Marian, 

Mrs. Tush, cousin ! tell uot me ; but this device 
Was long ago concluded 'twixt you two, 
Which divers reasons move me to imagine : 
And therefore these are toys to blind my eyes, 
To make me think she only loved me. 
And yet is married to another man. 

Mar. Why, cousin Musgrave, are yoitr eyes ao 
blind 
You cannot see the truth of that report 1 
Did you not know my lord was always bent. 
Whatever came, to wed her to the earl ! 
And have you not, besides, heard the device 
He us'd to marry her against her will ? 
Betray'd, poor soul, uuto Earl Lacy's bed, 
She thought she held young Musgrave in her anus ! 
Her morning tears might testify her thoughts ; 
Vet thou shall see she loves thee mure than him, 
And thou shalt taste the sweets of her delights. 
Meantime, my house shall be thy mansion 
And thy abode, for thither will she come : 
Use thou that opportunity, and try 
Whether she Xov'ii thee, or did but dissemble, 

Mus. If she continue kind to me hereafter, 
I shall imagine well of her and you. 



Cas. Noi 
this ? 



Enur Castiliano, 

dame, in talk! what gentleman i 
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Mar. My cousin Musgrave, husband, comes tn 

see you. 
Cas. Musgravo, now, on my faith, heartily wel- 
come. 
Give me thy hand, my cousin and my friend, 
My partner in tlie loss of Hoiiorea ; 
^V B two must needs be friends : our fortune's lihe : 
Marry, yet I am richer by a ahrew. 

Mab. 'Tisbettertobeashrew.sir, thanasheep;' 
You have no cause, I hope, yet to comphiin 1 
Cas. No, dame; for yet you know 'tis honey- 
moon. 
What ! we have scarcely settled our acquaintance. 

MU3. I douht not, cousin, but ye shall agree, 
For she is mild enough, if she be pleas'd. 

Cas. So is the devil, they say ' [aiide] : yea, 
cousin, yea, 
My dear and 1, 1 doubt not, shall agree. 

£nur KOBIN Goodfellow. 

Bob. Sir, here be two or three gentlemen at tln^ 
door 
Would gla<Uy speak a word with your worship. 

£nter CLINTON, FORREST, HAHVEY. 
[Cas.] They need no bidding, methinks : they can 
come alone ! 
Clin. God save you, Signior Castiliano. 
Cas. captain, comt ita?^ welcome all, my 

friends! 
For. Sir, wo are come to bid God give you joy. 
And see your house. 



"Tb« dcril is jood whan lia 



' The iLaliau for Iloa do yau di 
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Mar. Welcome, gentlemen : 
'Tie kindly done to come to see na here. 
Eoa This kindness makes me fear my master's 
head: 
Such hotspurs must have game, howe'er thejr get 
it. 
Clin. We have a suit to you, Castiliano, 
Cas. What is it, sir! if it lies in me, 'tis done. 
Clin. Nay, but a trifle, sir, and that is : 
Thie same young man, by trade apothecary, 
Is willing to retain unto your cures, 
Cas. Marry, with all my heart, and wrlcome 
too. 
■What may I call your name, my honest friend ) 
Har. Ralph Harvey, sir; your neighbour here 
hard by. 
The Golden Lion is my dwelling-place, 
Where what you please shall be with care i>er- 
form'd. 
Cas, Gramercies, Harvey! welcome, all my 
friends ! 
Let's in, and handsel our new mansion-house 
With a carousing round of Spanish wine. 
Come, cousin Musgrave, you shall be my guest ; 
My dame, I trow, will welcome you herself. 

Mar. No, boy, Lord Lacy'a wife shall welcome 

thee. 
EoB. So now the game begins, here's some dieer. 
toward ; 
I mnat be skinker ' then : let me alone ; 
They all shall want, ere Robin shall have none. 

[£xeunt omntM niit ClintoS and HiRVBY. 

' SHakrr waa i lapitrr or draaer. Prince Henry, in " Th« 
First Part o£ Henry IV." set ii. m. 4, apeuki o£ nn tmrfer- 
ikinbcr, meiining; an uadtrdraicrr. Ur Slccfctii wys it is 
iloriTCd from the Datch irord tehmken, which aigniliea to Gil 
■ cup or elMs. So iuG. Fletch8r'B"UiiS90 tommonife»llh," 
ISUl, p. 13, spuaking of a iawu baill on the aoutli aids of 
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Clin. Siirali Ralph Harvey, now the entry is 
maile, 
Thou only hast access irithout suspect' 
Be not forgetful of thy acent here ; 
Remember CUnton was the man that did it. 

Har. Why, captain, now you talk in jealousy. 
Do not misconstrue my trae-meaning heart, 

Clin, Ralph, I believe thee, and rely on tliee. 
Do not too long absent thee fiijm the doctor : 
Go in, carouBc, and taint his Spanish brain ; 
I'll follow, and my Marian's health maintain. 

Har, Captain, you well advise me ; I'll go in, 
And for myself my love-suits I'll begin, [^'jeunf. 



ACT III., SCEKE I. 

EMUr Robin GooDfeLLOW with hit head l/nkei: 

Rob, The devil himself take all such dames for 

'Zounds, I had rather be in hell than here. 
Nay, let liim be his own man, if he list, 

Moscow b; BasiliuB the emperor, for a garrison of soldiers. 
" I« ithom te gave privilcdge Ut driako mead and beer, ul 
tbs drje or probibiUit times, «faea other liuMes may 
drinks noltiing but wat«r, aud far that csQse called tbis 
neire aitie by the aame of Natui, that is, ibineL; or pourc in." 
Again, in MaraMn's " Sopbonisba," iii. '1— 

•' On whelinc me Dol viLh sv«U, lc( me Dot drlok. 
Till mj breui LbiM, O Jove, Uij otciar liliAiJn." 
And in Ben Joqboii'i " Poetaster," act iT. sc. 5 — 

■' ALU. HI plr Uif table vllb oectar, and Duke Vn Maods. 

Uu. HaicD ii like Is b»e bm %. luac iLtHkrr." 
And in hii " Bartholomew Fair," act ii, so. 2 : " Froth joiir 
csna well i' the fillitig, at length, ro^ic, and jo; your bottles 
u' the battock, sirrah ; then liiiik out Itio &rst glass ever, 
and drink with all cc 
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Robin means not t« stay to be us'd tima. 

The very first day, in her angiy spleen, 

Her nimble hand began to greet my ears 

With euch unkind salutes as I ne'er felt ; 

And since that time there hath not pasa'd an 

hoar, 
Wherein she hath not either rail'd upon me. 
Or laid her anger's load upon my timbs. 
Even now (for no occasion in the world, 
But as it pleos'd her ladyiihip to take it) 
She gat me up a stafT, and brejiks my head. 
Bvit I'll no longer si 

I'll run as far first as my legs will bear me. 
"WTiat shall I do ) to hell I dare not go, 
Until my master's twelve months bo exjjir'd, 
And here to atay with Mistress Marian — 
Better to be so long in purgatory. 
Now, farewell, master 1 but, shrewd dame, fare-ill ! 
I'll leave you, though the devil is with you stilL 
[Exit EoBiK. 



Enter Marun alone, dtafing. 

Mab, My heart still pants within ; I am so 
chaf 'd ! 
The rascal slave, my man, that sneaking rogue. 
Had like to have undone us all for ever ! 
My cousin Musgrave is with Uonorea, 
Set in au arbour in the summer-garden ; 
And he, forsooth, must needs go in for herbs, 
And told me further, that his master bad liim : 
But I laid bold upon my younker's pate, 
And made the blood run do(m about his e 
I trow, he shall ask me leave ere he go. 
Now is my cousin master of his love. 
The lady at one time reveng'd and pleas'd. 
So speed they all that marry maids perforce I 
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Enter Ca8TILL1.N0. 

Kut here my husband comes. 

Cas. What, dame, alone 1 

Mar. Yes, sir, this once — for want of company. 

Cas. Why, where'a my lady and my cousin 
Musgnive I 

Mak. You may go look them both for aught I 
know. 

Cas. What, are yon angry, dame 1 

Mar, Yea, so it seems. 

Cas. What is the cause, I prythee t 

Mar. Why would you know i 

Cas. That I might ease it, if it lay in me. 

Mar. 0, but it belongs not to yotir trade. 

Ca,S. You know not that 

Mak. I know jou love to prate, and so I leave 
you, [/ixit Marian. 

Cas. Well, go thy way t oft have I raked hell 
To get a wife, yet never found her Uke. 
Why this it is to marry with a shrew. 
Yet if it be, OS I presume it is. 
There's but one thing offends both her and me ; 
And I nm glad, if that be it offends her. 
'Tis so, no doubt ; I read it in her brow. 
Lord Lacy shall with alt my heart onjoy 
Fair Honorea : Itlarian is mine ; 
Who, though she be a shrew, yet is she honest. 
So is not Honorea, for even now. 
Walking within my garden all alone, 
She came with Musgrave, stealing closely by, 
And follows him, that seeks to fly from her. 
I spied this all unseen, and left them there. 
But sure my dame hath some conceit thereof. 
And therefore she is thus angry, honest soul ! 
Well, I'll Btriught henco nnto my Lord of Kent, 
And warn him watch bis wife from these close 
meetings. 
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AVell, Marian, thou liv'st yet free from blame. 
Let ladies go ; thou art the devil's dame. 

[Exit Castiuamj 



£tUer the DEvn,, lite MUSGIUVK, mlk H0NOEE.1. 

Mus. No, lady ; let thy modest, virtuous life 
Be always joined with tliy comely shape, 
For lust eclipaeth nature's ornament. 

Hon. Young beady boy, think'st thou thou shalt 
recall 
Tliy long-made love, which thou so oft haat Bwoni, 
Making my maiden thoughts to doat on tliee 1 

Mus. With patience hear me, and, if what 1 say 
Shall jump with reason,^ then you'll pardon me. 
The time nalh been when my soul's liberty 
Vow'd servitude unto that heavenly face. 
Whilst both had equal liberty of choice ; 
But since the holy bond of marriage 
Hath left me single, you a wedded wife. 
Let me not be the third unlawfully 
To do Earl Lacy ao foul injury. 
But now at last 

Hon. I would that last 
Might be thy last, thou monster of all men ! 

Mus. Hear me with patience. 

Hon. Cease : I'll hear no more 1 
"Tis my affection, and not reason, speaks : 
Then, Musgrave, turn the hardnese of thy heart. 
And now at le^t incline thy love to mine. 

Mus. Nay, now I see thou wilt not be roclaim'd. 
Go and bestow this hot love on the earl ; 
Let not these loose affects thus scandalise 
your fair report. Go home, and learn to live 
As chaste as Lucrece, madam. So I leave you. 

[She puUeUt him batie. 



' [Be in aeooid willt n 
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Hon. 0, stay a little wliile, and liear my 
tongue 
Speak my heart's words, whicli cannot choose but 

tell thee, 
I hate the earl, only because I love thee. 

[Exit MUSGRAVK. 

MuBgrave, return ! hear, Honoroa speaks ! 
Disdain hath left him wings to fly from me ! 
Sweet love, lend me thy wings to overtake him, 
For I can stay him with kind dalliance I 
All this is but the blindness of my fancy. 
Eecall thyself: let not thy honour bleed 
With the foul wounds of infamy and shame. 
My proper home shall call me home again, 
Where my dear lord bewails, as much as I, 
His too much love to her that loves not him. 
Let none hereafter fix her maiden love 
Too firm on any, test she feel with me 
Musgrave's revolt and his inconstancy. [ExU. 

EttUr Forrest, wiih Marian. 

Foe. Tut, I'll remember thee, and straight 
return: 
But here's the doctor. 

Mak. Where t Forrest, farewell 1 
I would not have him see me for a world. 
For. Whyl he is not here, Well, now I see 

you fear him. 
Mar. Marry, beshrew theo for thy false alanii ! 
I fear himt no, I neither fear nor love him. 
For. But where'a my lady ? She is gone home 
before, 
And I must follow after. Marian, farewelL 
Mar. I shall expect your coming. 
For. Presently; 

And hearest thou, Marian J nay, it shall be so 

[I£e v/kitptrt in her tar. 
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Mar. Lord, sir, you are wed, I warrant you : 
We'll laugh, be merry, and, it may be, kiss ; 
But if you look for more, you aim amisa. 

For. Go to, go to ! we'll talk of this anon. 

[Exit FORREST- 

Mar. Well, go thy way, for the true-heartedat 

That liveth, and as full of honesty. 
And yet as wanton as a pretty lamb. 
He'll come again, for heliath lov'd me long. 
And so have many more besides himself ; 
But I was coy and proud, as maids ore wont, 
Jleauiii;; to match beyond my mean estate : 
Yet I have favour'd youths and youthful aporta. 
Although I durst not venture ou the main ; 
But now it will not be so soon espied. 
Maids cannot, but a wife a fault may hide, 



Bnter Nan. 
What, Nan I 

Nan. Anon, forsooth. I 

Mar. Come hither, maid. 
Here, take my keys, and fetch the galley-pot ; 
Bring a fair napkiii and some fruit-dishes. 
Despatch, and make all ready presently ; 
Miles Forrest will come straight to drink with 

Nan. I will, forsooth. ^Exit Nan. 

Mar. Why am I young, but to enjoy my years ( 
Why am I fair, but that I should be lov'd ( 
And whyaiiould I be lov'd, and not love others? 
Tut, sho is a fool that her affection smothers: 
'Twas not for love I was the doctor's wife. 
Nor did he love me, when he first was mine. 
Tush, tush, this iriff is but an idle name I 
I purpose now to try auotlier game. 
Art tliou retum'd so soonl 0, 'tia well done. 
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jLiiler Nan vnth l!ie lanquel. 

And hear'st thou. Nan ) when Forrest shall nsttini, 
If any happen to inquire for me, 
Whether't be Captain Clinton or Balph Harvey, 
Call presently, and eay, thy master's come ; 
Ki) I'll send Forrest o'er the garden pale. 

Nan. I will, forsooth. 

Mak. Meantime, stay thon and make our ban- 
quet ready, 
rit to my closet, and be here again, 
He fore Miles Forrest shall come visit me. 

[Exit Maiuas. 

Nan. I wonder what my mistress is about t 
Somewhat she would not have my master know : 
Wliate'er it bo, 'tis nothing unto me ; 
ijhe's my good mistress, and I'll keep her counsel. 
I have oft seen her kiss behind his back, 
And laugh and toy, when he did little think it. 
O, what a winking eye the wanton hath 
To cosen him, even when he looks npon her I 
But what have I to do vnth what she doth 1 
rU taste her jnnkets since I am atone : 
That wliich is good for them cannot hurt me. 
Ay, marry, this is sweet I a cup of wine 
Will not be hurtful for digestion, [She •iriiii».'\ 

Enter Castiliano. 

Ca3. I would I had been wiser onco to-day ; 
I went on purpose to my Lord of Kent 
To give hint some good counsel for his wife, 
And he, poor heart, no sooner heard my news, 
But turns me up his whites, and falls flat down : 
There I was fain to rub and chafe his veins. 
And much ado we had to got him live. 
But for all that he is extremely sick, 
And I am come in all the haste I may 

VOL. VIIL 2 B 
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For cordials to keep the earl alive, 

Buthownowl What, a banquet I Whatmeansthia? 

Nan. Alas ! my master is come borne himself. 
Mistress, mietress I my master is come home ! 
Cas, Peace, you young strumpet, or I'll stop 
your speech ! [He nlopa her movtlt. 

Uome hither, maid : tell me, aad tell mo true. 
What means this banquet 1 what's yonr mistress 

doing! 
Why call'dfit ' thou out, when as thou saw'st inp 

coming 1 
Tell me, or else I'll hang thee by the heels, 
And whip thee naked. Come on, witat's the matter I 
Nan, Forsooth, I cannot tell. 
Cas. Can you not tell I come on, I'll make you 

tell me. 
Han. master ! I will tell joil 
Cas. Then say on. 
Nan. Nothing, in truth, forsooth, but that sliu 

To have a gentleman come drink with her. 
Cas. What gentleman t 
Nan. Forsooth, 'tis Master Forrest, as I think. 
Cas. Forrest? nay then I know how the game 

Whoever loseth, I am sure to win 

liy their great kindness, thougb't be but the horns. 

Eater FoRRKST at one door, Maeun at anothtr. 

But here comes he and she. Come hither, maid : 
Upon thy life, give not a word, a look. 
That she may know aught of my being here. 
Stand still, and do wbate'er she bids thee do. 
Go, get thee gone ; but if thou dost betray me. 



' [OU oopj, calCtt.l 
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I'll cut thy throat : look to it, for I will do it. 
I'll stand liere close to see the ead of this, 
And Bee what rakes she keeps, when I'm abroad. 
[CiSTlUASil conceals kitrutl/.] 

Mar. 'Tis kindly done, Miles, to return no 
soon, 
And so I take it. Nan, is our bani]iiet roady ) 
'W'elcome, my love! I aee you'll keep your 
word. 

NA^^ 'Twere better for jou both he had not 
kept it. [.4«tfe.] 

For. Yea, Sfariana, else I were unworthy. 
I did but bring my lady to the door. 
And there I left her full of melancholy. 
And discontented. 

Mar. \\Tiy, 'twas kindly done. 
Come, come sit down, and let us laugli awhile : 
Moid, fill some wine. 

Kan. Alas ! my breech makes buttons, 
And BO would theirs, knew they as much as I. 
He may change the sweetmeats, and put 
Purging comfits in the dishes. 

JtlAR. Here's to my lady and my cousin JIuk- 
grave. 

For. I pray, remember gentle master doctor 
And good Earl Lacy too, among the rest 

Cas. O sir, WH find you kind — we thank you 

The time may come when we may cry yon quit. 

[A»ide.] 

Nan'. Alaster, shall I steal you s cup of wine % 

[Atide 

Cas. Away, you baggage 1 hold your peace, you 

wretch ! [Aiuir.] 

For. But I had rather walk into your orchard, 

And see your gallery so ranch commended; 

To view the workmanship he brought from Spua 

Wherein's describ'd the banquet of the gods. 
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Mar. Ay, there's one piece exceeding lirt-ly 
done ; ' 
Where Mars and Venus lie ■within a net, 
Eocloa'd by Vulcan, and he looking on. 

Cas. Better and better yet ; 'twill mend anou. 

Mar. Another of Diana with her nyrophs, 
Bathing their naked bodies in the streams ; 
>Vliere fond Acteon, for his eyes' offence. 
Is tiuTi'd into a hart's shape, horns and all : 
And this the doctor hangs right o'er his bed. 

For. Those homa may fall and light upon his 

Cas. And if they do, worse luck. What re- 
medy) [Atide.] 

For. Nay, Marian, well not leave these eights 
unseen J 
And then we'll see your orchard and your fruit, 
For now there hang queen apples on the trees. 
And one of them is ' worth a. score of these. 

ilAR. Well, you shall see them, lest you lose 
your longing. [Exeunt Marun and FORUEST. 

Cas. Nay, if ye fall a longing for green fruit, 
Child-bearing is not far off, 1 am sure, 
^Vhy, this is excellent : I feel the buds ! 
My head groweth hard : my horns will shortly 

spring! 
Now, who may lead the cuckold's dance but I, 
That am become the headman of the pariah t 
O, this it is to have an honest wife. 
Of whom BO much I boasted once to-day. 
Come hither, minx! you know your mistress" mind. 
And you keep secret all her villonies : 
Tell me, you were best, where was this plot devised t 
How did these villains know I was abread t 



' Similnr to Ibii descriptioD ii 
wirdn.,"«cti. 
' Old copy, are. 
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Nan. Indeed, forsooth, I know' not when it was. 
My mistress call'd me from my work of late, 
And bad me lay a napkin : so I did, 
And made this banquet ready ; but in truth 
I knew not what she did intend to do. 

Cas. No, no, you did not watch against I canie, 
To give her warning to despatch her knaves ! 
You cried not out when as you saw me come ■ 
All this is nothing ; but I'll trounce you alL 

Nan. In truth, good master I 



Enter Makl&n, Forrest. 

Cas. Peace, stay ! they come. 
Wliimper not ; and you do, I'll use you worse. 
Behold that wicked stnimpot with that knave ! 
O, that I had a pistol for their sakes, 
That at one shot I might despatch them Ijoth ! 
But I must stand close yet, and see the rest. 

[He coneeais himself again l\ 
Mar. How lik'st thou, Miles, my orchard ami 

my house i 
Fob, Well; thou art seated to thy heart's 
content, 
A pleasant orchard and a house well-fumish'd : 
There nothing wants ; but in the gallery 
The paint«r shows his art exceedingly. 

Mar. Yet is there one thing goeth beyond all 
these: 
Contented life, that giveth the heart his ease, 
And that I want [One kwKkelh at the door. 

For, Sweet love, adieu. [ExU Forrest. 

Mar. Farewell, sweetheart. Who is that at 
the door ? 
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Enter Clinton. 

CUN. A friend. 

Mar, Come near -. witat, captain, U it yoii ? 

CUN. Even I, fair Marian, watching carefuUy 
The blessed step of opportunity. 

Mar. Good, good ! how fortune gluts me with 
excess 1 
Still they that have enough shall meet with monv 

Clin. But whero's the doctor % 

Mae. Ministering abroad 
Physic to some sick i>atienta he retains. 

Clin. Let him abroad, I'll minister at home 
Such physic shall content my Marian. 

Cas. monstrous ! now Iiu> world must aee my 
shame. 
Tills bead must bear whatever likes ' my dame. 

Mar. I have no malady requires a cure. 
Clin. \Vhy, then, must I assume a sick man's 
part 
And all my sickness lieth at my heartT 
'Tia the heart-burning that torments me so. 
Mar. There is no cure for fire but to be 

quench'd, 
Clin. Thou hast prescrfb'd a sovereign remeily, 
Cas. O, who the ilevil made her a physician ) 

Clin. Let's not obscure what love doth manifest; 
Nor let a stranger's bed make thee seem strange 
To him that over lov'd and honour'd thee. 

Mar, a captain made a captive by loose love- 
And gadding fancy I tie, 'twen- monstrous shame 
That Gupid's bow should blemish Mars's name : 
Take up thy arms, recall thy drooping thoughts, 
And lead thy troops into the spacious fields. 

' See DOte to " CornelU " [v. 168]. 



W crim the collier of croydox. 4.19 
1 Cas. She counsels others well, if she would takf 

1 it. [Asidt.] 

Clis. Thou counseUeat the blind to lead the 
blind, 
(^an I lead thorn that cannot guide myself 1 
Thou, Marian, must release my captive heart, 
Mae, With ail my heart I grant thee free re- 
lease. 
Clin. Thou art obscure too much : but tell nic, 
lovB, 
Sliall I obtain ray long-desired love 1 
Mar. Captain, there is yet somewhat in thy 
mind 
Thou wouldst reveal, but wantest utterance. 
Thou better knowest to front the braving foe, 
Tlian plead love-suits. 

Clin. I grant 'tis even so j 
Extremity of passions still are dumb. 
No tongue can tell love's chief perfections : 
Persuade thj-self my lovesick thoughts are thine ; 
Thou only may'st those drooping thoughts refine. 
Mar. Since at my hands thou seek'st a remedy, 
I'U ease thy grief, and cure thy malady. 
No drug the doctor hath shall be too dear ; 
His antidote shall fly to do thee good. 
Come in, and let thy eye make choice for thee. 
That thou may'st know how dear thou art to me. 
[Exeunt CLINTON, Marian. 
. Cas. Is this obedience 1 now the devil go with 

them ! 
And yet I dare not ; 0, she's mankind grown 1 ^ 


I 1 In SbafccBpenre'i " CoriolanuB," Sicmias bbIu Volum. 
f_ nil, " Are jou mankind I" On which Dr Johnion roui«rka 

> man ; and, in an ai^ravalcd seniA, n womnn firociou*, 
violet^ and eager to »>Uit blood." Mr Upton tayt mankiud 
iDeaiiB micitd. Sea his " Kcmvlu on Baa Jonuon," p. 9-i. 
The word is frequently uwd to nlgnitj mojcuiiHc So iu 

^ J 
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O miserable men that must live so, 

And damned strumpet,^ author of this woe ! 

Enter CLINTON, MARIAN. 

But peace! be still! they come. O shameless 

shame ! 
Well may the world call thee the deviPs dame. 

Mar. Captain, thy skill hath pleased me so well. 
That I have vow'd my service to Bellona. 

Cas. Her service to Bellona ! tum'd stark ruffian ! 
She'll be called Cavaliero Marian. [Ande,] 

Clin. And I will train thee up in feats of arms, 
And teach thee all the orders of the field ; 
That whilst we, like to Mars and Venus, jest, 
The doctor's head may get a gallant crest. 

Cas. I can no longer linger my disgrace, 
Nor hide my shame from their detested sight. 
How now, tliou whore, dishonour to my bed ! 
Disdaui to womanhood, shame of thy sex ! 
Insatiate monster ! corrosive of my soul 1 
What makes this captain revelling in my house ? 
My house ! nay, in my bed ! You'll prove a 

soldier ! 
Follow Bellona, turn a martialist ! 
ril try if thou hast leam'd to ward my blows. 

Mar. Why, how now, man ! is this your mad- 
ding month 1 

[Beaumont and Fletcher's] ** Love's Cure ; or. The Martial 
Maid," act iv. sc. 2 — 

" From me all manJh'nd women learn to troo." 
In Dekker*8 ** Satiromastix " — 

" My wife's a woman ; yet 
'Tis more than I know yet, that know not her ; 
If she should prove mankind, 'twere rare ; fie ! fie ! " 

And in Massinger's *'City Madam," act ii. sc 1 — 

"You brae h. 
Are you turn'd mankind f " 
* [Old copy, strumjpets.] 
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What, BIT ! will you forbid ine in good sort 
To entertain my friends I 

Gas. Your friende, you whore ! 
They are no friends of mine, nor come they here. 
Clinton, avaunt, tny house is for no such. 

Mar. Alas, good sir! are you grown so sus- 
picious, 
T)ms on no proofs to nourish jealousy 1 
I cannot kiss a man but you'll be angry. 
In spite of you, or whoso else saiih nay, 
My friends aro welcome, as they come this way : 
If y ou mislike it, mend it as you may. 
What, do you think to pin up Marian, 
As you were wont to do your Spanish girls ) 
No, eir, I'll be half mistress of myself ; 
The other half is yours, if you deserve it. 

Clin. What madness mov'd thee be displeas'd 
with me, 
That always us'd thee with so kind regard 1 
Did I not at thy first arrival here 
Conduct thee to the Earl of London's house 1 

Mar. Did I not, bein^ unsolicited. 
Bestow my first pure maiden love on thee } 

Clin. Did I not grace thee there in all the court. 
And bear thee out against the daring abbot 1 

Mar. Did I not forsake mauy young gallant 
courtiers, 
Knamoured with thy nged gravity, 
■\V'ho, now being weary of me, wouldst diagracB 
me? 

Cas. If there be any conscienc* left on earth. 
How can 1 but believe these protestations ? 

Clin. Have I not always been thy nearest 
friend 1 

Mar. Have I not always been thy deare.st 
wifel 

Clin. How much will all the worhl in this con- 
demn thee t 
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Mar. At first I little fear'd what now I find, 
And grieve too late. 

Gas. Content thee, gentle dame. 
The nature of our countrymen is such,. 
That, if we see another kiss our wives, 
We cannot brook it : but I will be pleas'd ; 
For, will I, nill I,^ so me thinks I must 
And, gentle captain, be not you offended ; 
I was too hot at first, but now repent it. 
I prythee, gentle dame, forgive me this. 
And drown all jealousy in this sweet kiss. 

Clin. Tliis shows your wisdom : on, I'll follow 
you. 

Mar. [Astde,] Well, doctor, henceforth never 
reckon 2 it scorn 
At my sweet Clinton's hands to take 4;he horn. 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

ItJnter RoBiN GOODFELLOW,^ in a 9u%t of UaiheVy 
close to his body ; his face caul hands coloured 
riLsset-coloury with ajlail, 

Rob. Tlic doctor's self would scarce know Robin 
now. 



^ Whether I will or not. This mode of expregsion is often 
found in contemporary writers. So in Dekker's ** Bel-man 
of London/' sig. F 3 : " Can by no meanes bee brought 
to remember this new friend, yet will hte, nill Ae, to the 
trtverne he swearcs to have him.'* 

It may be worth remark that it is also found in " Damon 
and Pithias/' from which the character of Qrim is taken. 

' [Old copy, rcaJtx.] 

^ Sometimes called Pucker alias Hohgohiin, In the creed 
of ancient superstition he was a kind of merry sprite, whose 
character and achievements are recorded in a ballad printed 
in Dr Percy's " Reliques of Ancient Poetry.'* [See ** Popular 
Antiquities of Great Britain," iii. 39, tt seq.} 




GKIM THE OOLUEB OF CROYDON. 



44.1 



Curs'd Marian may go seek another man, 
For I intend to dwell no longer with her, 
Since that the bastinado drove me thence. 
These silken girls are all too tino for me : 
My master shall report of those in holl. 
Whilst I go range amongst the country-maids. 
To see, if homespun lasses milder be 
Than my curs'd dame and Lacy's wanton wife. 
Thus therefore will I live betwixt two shapes ; 
When as I list, in this transfonn'd disguise, 
I'll fright the countrj'-people as they pass ; 
And sometimes turn me to some other form. 
And so delade them with fantastic shows. 
But woe betide the silly dairymaids, 
For I shall fleet their cream-bowls night by night. 
And slice the bacon-tiitcbes as they hang. 
Well, here in Croydon will I first Iwgin 
To frolic it among the country lobs. 
This day, they say, ia call'd HolyroodHlay, 
And all the youth are now a-nutting gone. 
Here are a crew of younkers in this wood, 
Well-Borted, for each lad hath got his laes. 
Marry, indeed, there is a tricksy' girl, 
That three or four would fain be doing with, 
But that a wily priest among the reat 
Intends to bear her sheer away from alL 
The miller, and my brother Grim the collier 
Appointed here to scuffle for her love. 
I am on Grim's side ; for long time ago 
Tlie devil call'd the collier like to like : ' 



■•ThcremiAtTicktietir], I wot, mlbeltdml ingr«j." 
The word ie also uud in Sbaknpcare'B " Tempeet," set t. 

EC. I. See Mr Steeveot'a note thereon. 

' Thia ia onti at the most common, and one of the oldest. 

proTcrba in English, LllpUn Fuli>ell|.'i pU; upon ii bu 
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Enier Grim, Clack, Parson Shorthose, Joan, 

with a bag o/nult. 

But here the mitlor and the collier come, 
With Pareon Makebate and their tricksy girL 

Grjh. ParsoD, persuade me no more. I come. 
Jug, to your custody ; Jug, hold the nut-bag. 

Clack. Nay, I will give you nuts to crack. 

Grim. Crack in thy throat aud hauster' too. 

Sea Neighbours, I wish you both agree ; 
Let me be judge, be rul'd by me. 

Grim. Master Parson, remember what Purriltt- 
saith, Ne acawrrU ad cmeilio, &t. I tell you I 

Iwen printed in our lliird Tolume.] It ie ofUn met m'tli 
in our old vriten, and among othcn, in a tnnilation 
from tbo Frencb, printed in ii9&, called, "A pleaunt 
Satyre or I'aeeJe, wherain i« discovered tbe Catholicon of 
Sjiiin," 4c., the running Litlel)eing"ASfttyrcMenippiaed." 
It is lo b« found on pp. SI and IBS. HaTiBg- mentiancd Llils 
trBcl^ ire may quote, aa a curiosit;, tbe folloving linei. 
which proWbl; are Ibc origin&l of a paeasge for which 
" lludibriu" is uiuully cited u Ibc Authority— 
>' Oft he thU dsth abide 

P«rh«i]S miy Dghtitunt' 
—ColluT. 

> [A word unnoticed by Narea and HilUwell. Tbe latter 
CLtcB haail, high, doubtleea from the French Ziouf. So 
Aautter may b« the comparative, and gignifjr hightr. ] 

* Till nov printed Puala aa if because it bad puzzled 
Dodatey and Keed to make out the true word. Id tho old 
copy ii Blands Puriltt ; and although it may eeom ■ little cut 
of chamcter for Orim to qoole Latin, yet he don lo in 
common with the farmer in Peelc'g " Edward I.," and from 
the very aame great aulbcrily. " Tit an old aaying, [ 
remember 1 read it in Catp'a ' PueriUi' that CaHtiil>U 
EicHui eoram latrone Tiatm; kn.—CiHitr. [Tbe work 
referred to in the twl *m called "Puerilea Confabnlatiun- 
cultt ; or. Children's Talke," of which no early ediUon it at 

S'eaenl known. But it ii mentioned In " Papp« with an 
atchet" (1S891, and in the inventory of the Block of Johu 
Foster, the York bookacUer (leil}).] 
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found this written io the bottom of one of my 
empty sacks. Kever pereuade men that be iii- 
execrsble. I have vowed it, and I will perform it. 
The quarrel is great, and I have taken it ujion my 
own aliouldei's. 

Clack. Ay, that thou ahalt, ere I have done ; 
for I will lay it on, i' faith. 

Grim. If you lay it in, I must bear it out, this 
is all. If yoH strike, I must stand to anything, 
iilthough it be the biggest blow tiiat you can lay 
upon me. 

Joan. Ye both have ofttimea sworn that yv 
love me ; 
Let me overrule you in this angiy mood. 
Xeighboura and old acquaintance, and fall out I 

Rob. WTiy, that is, because thou wilt not let 
them f jl in. 

Grim. I say, my heart bleedeth when thou 
Bpeaketh, and therefore do not provoke me. Yet, 
miller, as I am monstrous angry, so I have a won- 
derful great mind to be repeas'd. Let's think 
what harm cometh by this same fighting ; if we 
should hurt one another, how can we help it I 
Again, Clack, do but here forswear Joan's com- 
pany, and I'll be thine instead of her, to use in all 
your businesses from Croydon to London ; vourB, 
Gilbert Grim, the chief collier for the king's 
majesty's own mouth. 

Clack. Grim, do I smell yon ) I'll make yon 
forswear her before we two iwrt ; and therefore 
come on to this gear. Collier, I will lay on load, 
and when it is done, let who will take it otf again. 

Joan. Y'et once more hear me sjwak : leave off 
for shame, 
If not for love ; and let not others laugh 
To see your follies ; let me overrule you, 

Sho. Ay, let them fight, I care not ; I 
Meantime away with Joan will fly ; 



I 



446 GRIM THE COLUEB OF CROYDON. 

And whilst they two are at it here, 
We two will sport ourselves elsewhere. 
Bob. There s a stone priest ! he loveth a wench, 
indeed: 
He careth not though both of them do bleed ; 
But Kobin Gobdfellow will conjure you, 
And mar your match, and bang you soundly toa 
I like this country-girFs condition well ; 
She's faithful, and a lover but to one : 
Robin stands here to right both Grim and her. 
Grim. Master Parson, look you to my love. 
Miller, here I stand 
With my heart and my hand 
In sweet Jug's right 
With thee to fight. 
Clack. Come, let us to it then. 

[They fight: ROBIN heateih the milUr with a 
flatly aiidftUtth him, 
EoB. Now, miller, miller dustipoll 
I'll clapper-claw your jobbemole. 

Sho. Come, Jug, let's leave these senseless 
blocks, 
Giving each other blows and knocks. 
Joan. I love my Grim too well to leave him so. 
Sho. You shall not choose : come, let's away. 
[Shorthose pulleth Jug after him: KoBIN 
heaieth the priest with his flail, 
liOB. Nay then, sir priest, I'll make you stay. 
Clack. Nay, this is nothing, Grim; we'll not 
part so. 
I thought to have borne it off with my back sword 

ward. 
And I receiVd it upon my bare costard.^ 

[They fight again. 
Rob. What, miller, are you up again % 

1 Head. Sec note to ''Qammer Gorton's Needle" [iiL 
242]. 
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Nay, then, my flail shall never lin.^ 
Uutil I force one of ua twain 
Betake him to his heels amain. 

[Robin heatt the mUifr again. 
Clack. Hold thy hands, Grim I thou haat mur- 

der'd me. 
Grim. Thou liest, it is in mine own offence I do 
it. Get thoe gone then : I bad rather have thy 
room than thy company. 

Clack. Mnrry, with all my heart. 0, the 
collier playeth the devil with me. 
KoB. No, it is the devil ptayeth the collier with 
thee, \Aniit.'\ 

Sno. My bonee are sore ; I prythee, Joan, 



> Bhsll never cetie, atop, or leave of. !^o in Ben Jonion's 
" Staple of New«," Inierroean tfMr 4lh «oi — 

'• Hell BCTcr Kn till he tie • giUiip.~ 
Jtr Whalley proposes to read Km. " The irord," aays Itc, 
" U Saxon, and ilie aubstantivu bUn, derived from hliHiiaii, 
oecura in the ' Bad Sb«pberd.' Yet the word nccun in 
Draj'l«n in tlie aeiue of aloppins or Blading, as it is mod 
hero ly our poet — 






tb btuLdlei of decAjed nimt^." 
In " A Chut Mnj-d in Cbetpaide," by Middleton : " You'll 
never Hn 'till I mate your lulor whip jou ; jou know how 
I Berr'd jou onee at the free aohaole in Paura Church Yard." 
Aad in " More DiMemblera beaidea Women," bj the eame, 
■et iiL ic. 1 : " You ncv'r 'in railing on me, fmm one 
veek-'i end to another.'' {Lin \a common enough in the 
Old 
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Let's quickly from this place be gone. 
Nay, come away, I love thee so, 
Without thee I will never go. 

EoB. What, priest, still at your lechery 1 

[Robin beau ilie priest. 
I'll thrash you for your knavery. 
If any ask who beat thee so, 
Tell them 'twas Robin Groodfellow. 

[Shorthose runneth away. 

Grim. miller, art thou gone f 1 am glad of it. 
I smelt my own infirmity every stroke I struck at 
him. Now, Joan, I dare boldly swear thou art 
my own ; for I have won thee in the plain field. 
Now Master Parson shall even strike it up ; two 
or three words of his mouth will make her gammer 
Grim all the days of her life after. 

Rob. Here is two well-favoured slaves 1 
Grim and I may curse all good faces, 
And not hurt our own. 

Joan. What, my love, how dost thou ? 

Grim. Even as a conqueror may do. Jue, for 
thy sake I have made the miller a poor cripple all 
the days of his life, good for nothing else but to be 
carried into the 'spital-house. 

Rob. Ay, there is one lie, for thou didst never 
hurt him. [AsideA 

Joan. I am glad thou 'scapedst, my love, and 
wast not hurt. 

Grim. Whol I hurti Joan, thou knowest me 
not yet ; thou mayest do better hereafter. I gave 
him five mortal wounds the first five strokes I 
made at him. 

Rob. There are five lies clapt into one, for 
brevity's sake. [Aside!] 

Grim. And presently, upon the fifth blow, I 
made a dangerous thrust at him, and violently 
overthrew him, horse and foot, and there he i 
lay. ^ 
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Koa Nny, there you lie. The collier is excel- 
leut 
To be companion to the devil himself. [^wWr.] 

Grim. But where's Master Parson 1 

Joan. He was well bang'd, and knew not wlii) 
'twas did it, 
And would have had me gone away with him. 
Here lleth his nut-bag, and the miller's too : 
They had no leisure to take them away. 

Grim. The better for us, Joan ; there is good 
cracking work : it will increase household Etuff. 
Come, let's after the parson ; wo will comfort him, 
and he shall couple us. I'll have Pounceby the 
painter score upon our painted cloth ^ at home all 
the whole story of our going a-nutting this Holy- 
rood-day; and he shall paint mo up triiimphiDg 
over the miller. [Bxtunt Grim aitd Joan. 

KoB. So let the collier now go boast at home 
How he hath beat the miller from his love. 
1 like this modest country maid so well. 
That I believe I must report in hell 
Better of women than my master can. 
Well, till my time's expir'd, I'll keep this quarter. 
And night by night attend their merry meetings. 

[Exit Robin. 

Enter Dunstan with Earl Lacy nVi-. 

Df N. Let not your sickness add more feebleness 
Unto your weaken'd age ; but give me leave 
To cure thy vain suspicious malady. 
Thy eyes shall witness how thou art deceiv'd, 
Misprizing thy fair lady's chastity : 
For whilst we two stand closely here unseen, 
M'e shall espy them presently approach. 



See [Vycc'a " MiiiiUcton," iii. 
" M&tch ac Hid night."— Oof t>tr. 
VOL. Vill. 
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Lacy. 0, show me this, thou bleared man of 
God, 
And tliou shalt then make young ray wither'd age. 
Dun. Mark the beginning j for hero Muagrave 
Cometh. 

Enter MUSGRAVE. 

lilus. O thrice unhappy and unfortunate. 
That, having fit occasion proffor'd thee 
OF conference with beauteous Honorea, 
Thou overslipp'd it, and o'erslipp'dat thyselt 
Never since wedlock tied her to the earl, 
Have I saluted her ; although report 
Is blaz'd abroad of her inconstancy. 
Thia is her evening walk, and here will I 
Attend her coming forth, and greet her fairly. 

Lacy. See, Dunatan, how their youth doth blind 
our age ! 
Thou doflt deceive thyself and bringest me 
To see my proper shame and infamy. 

Enttr HOKOREA. 

But here she comes : my hope, my fear, ray love. 

Dun, Here comes the unstain'd honour of thy 
bed. 
Thy ears shall hear her virtuous, chaste replies, 
And make thy heart confess thou dost her wrong. 

Hon. Now modest love hath banish'd wanton 
thoughts, 
And alter'd me from that I was before. 
To that chaste life I ought to entertain. 
My heart is tied to that strict form of life. 
That I joy only to be Lac/s wife. 

Lacy. God fill thy mind with these chaste, vir- 
tuoiis thoughts ! 

Mus. 0, now I see her, I am half asham'd 
Of ao long absence, of neglect of speech. 
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My dearest lady, patroness of beauty. 

Let thy poor servant make his true excuse ! 

Hon. Muagrave, I easDy take your excuse, 
Accusing my fond self for what is pass'd. 

Mus. Long time we wanted opportunity ; 
But now the forelock of well-wishing time 
Hath bless'd «a l»nth, that here without suspect 
We may renew the tenor of our loves. 

Lacy. O Dunstau, how she smiles to hear him 

Hon. No, child of fortune and inconstancy. 
Thou ehalt not train me, or induce my love 
To loose desires or dishonoured thoughts. 
'Tis God's own work that struck a deep remorse 
Into my tainted heart for my pasa'd folly. 
Mrs. O, thou confound'st me l Speak as thou 
wert won't, 
Lite Love herself, my lovely Honorea. 

Hon. Why, how now, Musgrave ! what esteem'st 
thou me, 
That ihou provokeat me, that first denied me t 
1 will not yield you reasons why I may not. 
More than your own. You tokl me why jou 
would not. 
Mus. By heavens, by thee, my saint, my happi- 
ness 1 
No torture shall control my heart in this. 
To teach my tongue deny to call thee love. 

Hon. Well, in regard that in my maiden-days 
I lov'd thee well, now let me counsel thee. 
Reclaim these idle humours ; know thyself; 
Remember me, and think upon my lord ; 
And let these thoughts bring forth those chaste 

effects, 
Which may declare thy change unto the world : 
And this assure thee — whilst I breathe this air, 
Earl Lacy's honour I will ne'er impair. 

[Exit Honobea. 
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Dus. Now your eyes see that which your heart 
believ"*! not. 

Lacv. 'Tia a miraclo beyond the reach 
Of my capacity ! I could weep for joy, 
Would but my tears express how much I love her ! 
Men may surmise amiss in jealousy, 
Of those that live in untouch'd honesty. 

Mus. Is she departed I and do I couceive 
This height of grief, and do no violence 
Unto myself) Said she I denied her 1 
Far be it from my heart to think that thought. 
All ye that, as 1 do, have felt this amart, 
Ye kiiow how burthenaome 'tis at my heart 
Hereafter never will I prosecute 
Tliis former motion, my unlawful suit ; 
But, since she is Earl Lacy's virtuous wife, 
I'll live a private, pensive, single lift 

[fjjril MCSGRAVF, 

Dun. God doth dispose all at tiia blessed will ; 
And he hath chang*!! their minds from bad to 

good, 
That we, which see't, may learn to mend our- 

Lacv. I'll reconcile myself to Musgrave'a love : 
I wiU recant my fftlse suiipicion, 
And humbly make my true submiaaion, [Erennf. 

EvOtr Marun, ehafng. 

Mar. Say'nt thou tliou'lt make the liouse ti-u 
hot for me 1 
I'll soon abroad, and cool me in the air. 
I'll teach him never scorn to drink his health 
Whom I do love. He thinks to overcrow me 
With words and blows ; but he is in the wrong, 
Begin he when he dares 1 0, he's too hot 
And angry to live long with Marian. 
But 111 not long be subject to his rage : 
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Here 'tia ahall rid Wm of hia hateful life, 
And bless me with the style of widowhood. 
'Twaa Harvey's work to temper it so well : 
The atrongaat poison that he could deviae. 

Enter Clinton. 

I have been too long Bubject to the slave ; 
But now I'll cast off that detested jfoke, 

Clin, Musgrave, I eee, is reconcil'd to th' oail ; 
For now I met him walking with Lord Lacy. 
Sure, this is Marian's plot, and there she stands. 
What, love, alone ! 

Ma.r. Ay, captain, much dtsturb'd 
About the frantic doctor's jealousy ; 
Who, though he seem'd content when thou wast 

there. 
He after fell reviling thee and me ; 
Bobh'd me of all my jewels ; locks his plate 
In hia own trunk ; and let's rae only live 
To bear the idle title of his wife. 

Clin. Fair Marian, by a soldier's loyal faith. 
If my employment any way may help 
To set thee free from this captivity. 
Use me in any sort : command my sword ; 
I'll do't, as soon as thou shalt speak the wonl. 

Mar. Now, by my true love, which I wish to 
thee, 
I conjure thee with resolution 
To slay that monster ! Do not fail to do It ! 
For, if thou dost, I would I had not spoke it. 

.Clin. Now try me; and, when next we hap 
to meet. 
The doctor lies atone dead at Clinton's feet. 

Mar. Nay, now I see thou lov'st me, 

Clin. Say no more. 
If thou dost loathe him, he shall die therefore. 

Mar. To-morrow morning will he early rise 
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To see Earl Lacy : meet him in the cloister, 
And make that place revenge his siUictuary. 
This night will I break open all the trunks, 
Rifle his caskets, rob him of his gold ; 
And all the doctor's treasure shall be thine. 
If thou miscarry, yet this drink shall do it. 

Enter Castiliano. 

Cas. My wife*s impatience hath left me alone, 
And made my servant run, I know not whither. 
Mar. Peace ! here is our eyesore. Clinton, 

leave us now. 
Clin. Nay, now occasion smiles, and I will do it. 

[Clinton draweth his sword. 
Mar. Put up thy sword ; be it thy morning's 
work : 
Farewell to-night ; but fail me not to-morrow. 
Clin. Farewell, my love. No rest shall close 
these eyes, 
Until the morning peep ; and then he dies, 

[Exit Clinton. 
CAa [Soliloq,'] Now I remember, I have quite 
outrun 
My time prefixed to dwell upon the earth : 
Yet Akercock is absent : where is he ? 
0, 1 am glad I am so well near rid 
Of my earth's plague and my lascivious dame. 

Mar. Hath he discover'd my intendment, 
That he presages his ensuing death ] 
I must break off these fearful meditations. 

Cas. How shall I give my verdict up to Pluto 
Of all these accidents 1 
Mar. Why, how now, man ? 
Cas. What, my dear dame ! my reconciled 
spouse ! 
Upon my soul, my love to thee is more 
Now at this present than 'twas e'er before. 



^Lvit. Hi! hath descried me si 
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[Atide.] 

(Jas. I love thee now, because I now must leave 

This W.18 the day o£ my nativity, 

And therefore, sweet wife, let us revel it. 

Mar. Nay, I have little cause to joy at all 

Ca8. Thou Grossest still my mirth with iliscoii- 
teuts ! 
If ever heretofore I have difipleas'd thee, 
Sweet dame, I crave thy pardon now for all. 
This is my birthday, girl, I must rejoice : 
Ask what thou wilt, and I will give it thee. 

Mar. Should I but ask t« lead a quiet life, 
You hardly woidd grant this unto your wife ; 
Much less a thing that were of more import. 

Gas. Ask anything, and try if Til deny thee. 

Mar. my poor Muagrave, how hast thou been 
wrong'd, 
And my fair lady! 

Cas. Use no preambles, 
But tell me plainly. 

Mab. Nay, remember them. 
And join their slander to that lore you owe me, 
And then old Lacy's jealousy. 

Cas. What then ) 

Mar. Nay, now I see you will not understand 

Car. Thou art too dark ; speak plainly, and 'tis 

done. 
Mar. Then doom the earl, and bless poor Mus- 
grave's eyes 
With Honorea's love ; for this in thy bands lies. 
Cas. How should I doom himt 
Mar. How else, but to death I 
Cas. As if his life or death lay in my hands 1 
Mar. He is thy patient, is be not! 
Cas. He is. 
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Mar. Then in thy hands lie both his life and 
deatL 
Sweet love, let Marian beg it at thy hand : 
Why should the grey-beard live to cross U8 all ? 
Nay, now I see thee frown : thou wilt not do it, 

Cas. Fie, lie, dame ! you are too euapicioua. 
Here is my hand, that thou may'st know I Iovh 

thee; 
I'll poison him this night before I sleep. 

Mar. Thou dost but flatter me ! 

Cas. Tush 1 1 have sworn it. 

Mar. And wilt thou do itt 

Cas. He is sure to die. 

Mar. I'll kiss thy lips for speaking that kind 
word: 
But do it, and I'll hang about thy neck, 
And curl thy hair, and sleep betwixt thy arms, 
And teach thee pleasures which thou never knew'st. 

Cas. Promise no more, and trouble me no more : 
The longer 1 stay here, he lives the longer. 
1 must go to him now, and now I'll do it. 
Go home and hasten supper 'gainst I come : 
We will carouse to his departing soul. 

Mar. I will, dear husband ; but remember 
me; 
[Aiule.] When thou hast poison'd him, 111 poison 
thee. [Exit lihilAti. 

Cas. wonderful, how women can dissemble ! 
Now she can Idss me, hang about my neck. 
And soothe me with smooth smiles and lewd en- 
treaties. 
Well, I have promis'd her to kill the earl ; 
And yet, I hopo ye will not think I'll do it^ 



I ThU muRt hare been addressed to the aadieQce, knd 
may be adduced u Bome slight evidence of the antiqnilf of 
the plBj, SB in laler timea dnunstistg were not guiltj of 
thia imjiroprJetj, The old morality of "The Digohedienl 
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Yet I will sound the depth of their device, 

And see the issue of their bloody drift. 

I'll give the earl, unknown to auy man, 

A sleepy potion, which shall make him seem 

As if he were stark dead, for certain hours : 

But in my absence no man shall report 

That for my dame's sake I did any hmi. [i 



ACT Y., SCENE 1. 
EiUer Grim, with Joan. 

Grih. Nay, but, Joan, have a care I bear a 
brain ' for all at once. 'Tis not one hour's pleasure 
that I suspect more than your mother's good 
countenance. If she be asleep, we may be bold 
under correction j if she be awake, I may go my 
ways, and nobody ask me, Grim, iokUhergoeil thou / 
Nay, I tell you, I am so well beloved in our town, 
that not the worst dog in the street will hurt my 
little finger. 

Joan. Why speak you this 1 You need not 
fear my mother. 
For she woh faat asleep four hours ago. 

of lb« kind ; thus, the tan Ma}i 



Again, the Han-coot — 

"Mmteii, U)1< wonun d. 

Aod then Id Uiuis lUfli R ■ppItkI lit 
—CeUitr [ii. 270, 284]. 

I 8«e Note 25 lo "Ram Allej."-Co/i«r. [!n "Bomeo 
and JuU«t," i. 3, tlie Nuru tayt, " Hay, I do bear a brain," 
I.e., 1 do bear in mind, or recollect (D.vcc's edil. ISflS. 
Tt. 398). Reed's eiplaaatioD, adopted by Dyce, uemn 
liardlj' aatiif actor V,] 
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Grim. Is ehe, surel Did you bear her soort 
in her dead sleep] Why then, Joui, I have on 
liour's mirth for tliee. 

Joan. And I a. mess of cream for thee. 

Grim. Why, there is one for miother then : 
fetch it, Joan ; vre will eat and kiss, and be as 
merry as your cricket. [Jlxit Joan /or (A« eream.'] 
Art thou gone for it 1 Well, go thy ways for the 
kindest lass that ever poor eolGer met withal ) I 
mean for to make short work with her, and marry 
her presently. I'll single lier out, i' faith, till I 
make her l)ear double, and give the world to 
iinderstaud we will have a young Grim Ijetween as. 

Enter Joan with Ote creani. 

Joan. Look here, my love, 'tis sweeten'd for 
thy mouth. 

Grim. You have put none of your love-powder 
in it, to make me enamourabJe of you, have you, 
Joan 1 I have a simple pate, to expect you ! 

tOtte knoci-etJt at On door.] Joan, hark, my brains 
eat, my head works, and my mind ^iveth me : 
some lovers of yours come sneaking hither now ; 
I like it not, 'tis suspectious. [One knotktth again. 
Joan. You need not fear it ; for there is none 
alive 
Shall bear the least part of my heart from thee. 

Grim. Say'st thou sol hold there still, anil 
whoe'er he be, open door to him. 

She opentth (/k df)or, EiUer SnOKTHOSE, and 
KOBIN aj'iei' him, 

Joan. What, Master Parson, are you come so 
late! 
You are welcome ; here's none but Grim and I. 
Hho, Joan, I'll no more a-nutting go, 
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I was BO beaten to and fro ; 

And yet who it was, I do not know. 

Grim. Wbat, Master Parson, are you come so 
late to say eveningsong to your parisbionerB 1 I 
liave heanl of your knavery. I give you a fair 
warning; touch her no lower than hergii'dle, and 
no higher than her chin ; I keep her lips and hei- 
hipa for my own uae, I do ; and so welcome, 

KoBiN. rhis two hours have 1 dogg'd the parson 
round about all Croydon, doubting Bome auch 
thing. [A tide.] 

Sho. No, Grim, I here forswear to touch 
Thy Joan, or any other such : 
Love hath been so cudgell'd out of me, 
I'll go no more to wood with thee. 

ItoB. 'Twas Eobin heat this holy mind intn 
him. 
I ihiiik more cudgelling would make him more 
houesL [J«m/?.1 

Griu. You speak like an honest man and a good 
parson, and that la more. Here's Joan's bene- 
volation for us, a mess of cream and so forth. 
Here is your place, Master Parson. Stand on the 
t'other side of the table, Joan. Eat hard to-night, 
that thou may marry us the better to-morrow. 

KoB, What, is my brother Grim so good a 
fellow, [Thes /aii (o l/it cream. 

I love a mess of cream as well as they ; 
I think it were best I stepp'd in and made one. 

[Atidi.] 
Ho, ho, ho,' my masters ! No good fellowship I 



. , ^ . , , this 

._„ cbar&cWr of Akercock and faia dresa, u described in 
act i. ac. 1. — CMitr. [Probably not, »a thii playc&n hardly 
have b«en in existence lo eirlf, and Ibe chancier and 
coBtume of Robin Qoodfellow were veil understood, even 
before "Qammer OurtOD'i Me«dle" wuwrilleo.l 
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Is Sobin Goodfellow a bugbear grown, 

["ROBIV falleth to fat. 
That he is not worthy to be bid sit down I 

Grim. Lord, save us ! sure, he is some country- 
devil ; ho hath got a russet coat upon his face. 

[Grim and Shorthose f*etire to the back of 
the stage.] 
Sho. Now, benedicite ! who is this f 
I take him for some fiend, i-wis ;^ 
0, for some holy-water here 
Of this same place this spirit to clear ! 
liOD. Nay, fear not. Grim, come fall unto your 
cream : 
Tut, I am thy friend ; why dost not come and eat 1 
Grim. I, sirl truly, master devil, I am well 

here, I thank you. 
Ron. ril have thee come, I say. Why, tremblest 

thou ? 
GniM. No, sir, not I ; 'tis a palsy I have still. 
Truly, sir, I have no great acquaintance with you. 
KoH. Thou shalt have better, man, ere I de- 

])art. 
OuiM. I will not, and if I can c hoose. 
KoB. Nay, come away, and bring your love 

with you. 
OuiM. «loan ! you were best go to him, Joan. 
Ron, What, shall I fetch thee, mani The 
cream is sweet. 

Grim. No, sir, I am coming: much good do*t 
you. I had need of a long spoon, now I go to eat 
with the devil.*- 



^ So in *' The Return from Parnassos," act v. ac. 4— 

*• I'll make Uiee ran this lousy case, Iwii." 

And again in Massingcr's '*City Madam," act iv. bc i — 

♦• Tis more comely, 
/ «ei«, than their other whim-whams.'* 

^ '*He Lad need of a long apoon tliat eats with the 
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KoB. The parson's penance elmli bo thus to fast, 
t'orae, tell me, Grim, dost thou not know me, 
manl 

Grim. No, truly, sir; I am a jwor man fetcheth 
nty Hring out of the fire ; your worship may be a 
geuilemnn devil, for aught 1 know. 

Koa Some men call me Kohin Goodfellow. 

Grim. Lord, air ! Master Robert Goodfellow, 
you are very welcome, sir, 

ItOB. This half year have I liv'd about thin 
town, 
Helping poor servants to despatch tlieir work, 
I'o brew and bake, aud other husbaudry. 
Tut, fear not, maid ; if Grim be merry, 
I will make up the match between ye. 

(!!rim. There will be a match in the devil's 

Rob. Well, now the night is almost spent. 
Since your affectiona all are bent 
To marriage and to constant love, 
. Grim, Rotnn doth thy choice approve ; 
And there's the priest shall marry you ; 
Go to it, and make no more ado : 
Sirrah, sir priest, go get you gone, 
And join both her and him anon ; 
But ne'er hereafter let me take you 
With wanton love-tricks, lest I make you 
Example to all stone-priests ever. 
To deal with other men's loves never. 

Sho. YaleU vol, and God bless me, 

deril," U ■ proverltUl phnae. See [Hazlitt'g" Proverb*," 
isae. p. 176,] tJoSlepbano, in the " TempeBt,'' ><:> li. sc. 2, 
Klluding to Ihia proTcrb, ujb, "Thii u % AdvW, and no 
moiuter : I will leave him; I h&Te no iang tpoon.'' Sen 
■lu ''Comedy of Erron," Mt vt. k. 3, tnd Chancer'i 
"Sqaier'iTale," y. 10910- 
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And rid me from his company ! 
Come, Grira, I'll join you hand in hand, 
Ir sacred wedlock'e holy band. 
I will no more a-nutting go, 
That jouTDey caused all this woe. 

Grim. Come, let's to hand in hand quickly. 
Master Robert, you were ever one of the honeetest 
merry devils that ever I saw. 

Joan. Sweet Grim, and if thou lovest me, let's 
away. 

Gbim. Nay, now, Joan, I spy a bole in your 
coat; if you cannot endure the devil, you'll never 
love the collier. Why, we two are sworn brothers. 
You shall Bee me talk with him even as familiarly 
as if I should parbreak ' my mind and my whole 
stomach upon thee. 

Joan. I prj-thee, do not. Grim. 

Grim, who 1 not H Lord, Master Robert 
Goodfellow, I have a poor cottage at home, 
whither Joan and I will jog us memly. We will 
make you no stranger, if you come thither. You ^ 
?hali bu used as devilishly as you would wish, 
i' faith. There is never a time my cart cometh 
from London, but the collier bringeth a goose in 
his sack, and that, ii-ith the giblets thereof, is at 
your service. 

EoB. This is more kindness, Grim, than I ex- 
pected. 

Grim. Nay, sir, if you come home, you aball 
find it true, I warrant you. All my whole family 



' [To vomit. One of tbe jeBla of Scogin relaUs how that 
ccicbriLted itxtividual " («ld liig wife he bad parbrainl a 
crow" — a atorr which occurs in the "Knight of tbs Tonr- 
Landry " (Wright's edit., p. SO). See »1bo Trfa " BiliT. 
Memoranda," 1816, p. B37. A note in edition 1835 taya ;] 
This ia a word which 1 apprehend ia verj Beldom fonnd in 

"'^eubeequenl to the year IQOO. It ia uied bjSkelloo, 
" » by Spenser. See Todd'a " Johiuon's Diet." 
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sliall lie at your devilship's pleasure, except my 
poor Joan here, and she is my own proper iiight- 
gear. 

Rob. GramercieH, but away in liiste ; 
The night is almost spent and pass'd. 

Grim. God be with you, sir ; I'll make as mucb 
haste about it as may be ; for, and that were once 
done, I would begin a new piece of work with you. 
Joan. [£xennl all hut RoBlN. 

Rob. Now joy betide this merry morn. 
And keep Grim's forehead from the horn : 
For Robin bids his last adieu 
To Grim and all the rest of you. \Exit Rouis, 

EiOer Clinton o/oxc. 

Clin. Bright Lucifer, go couch thee in tin- 
clouds, 
And let this morning prove a& dark as night ! 
That I unseen may bring to happy end 
The doctor's murder, which I do intend. 
'Tis early yet : he is not so soon stirring. 
But stir he ne'er so soon, so soon he dies. 
I'll walk along before the palace gate ; 
Then uliall I know how near it is to-day. 
He shall hare no means to escape away. 

[Exit Clinton. 

Enter Castiluso. 

Cas. My trunk's broke open, and my jewels 
gone I 
My gold aTui treasure stol'n : my house despoil'd 
Of all my furniture, and nothing left ! 
No, not my wife, for she is stol'n away : 
But she hath pepper'd me, I feel it work — 
My teeth are loosen'd, and my belly swell'd ; 
My entrails bum with such dlstemper'd heal. 
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That well I know my dame hath poison'd me : 
When she spoke fairest, then she did this act. 
When I have spoken all I can imagine, 
I cannot utter half that she intends ; 
She makes as little poisoning of a man, 
As to carouse ; I feel that this is true. 

Enter CUNTON. 

Nay, now I know too much of womankind. 
'Zounds, here's the captain : what should he make 

here 
With his sword drawn 1 there's yet more villany. 

Clin. The morning is far spent; but yet he 
comes not. 
I wonder Marian sends him not abroad. 
Well, doctor, linger time, and linger life ; 
For long thou shalt not breathe upon the earth. 

Cas. No, no, I will not live amongst ye long : 
Is it for me thou wait'st, thou bloody wretch ? 
Her poison hath prevented thee in murther. 

Enter Earl Morgan, St Dunstan mth Honorea 

fainting^ and Marian. 

Now here be they suppose Earl Lacy dead. 
See how this lady grieveth for that she wisheth. 

Dun. My Lord of London, by his sudden death. 
And all the signs before his late departure, 
'Tis very probable that he is poisoned. 

Mar. Do you but doubt it 1 credit me, my lonl, 
I heard him say that drink should be his last : 
1 heard my husband speak it, and he did it. 

Cas. There is my old friend, she always speaks 
for me. 
shameless creature, was't not thy device 1 

MoR. Let not extremity of grief overwhelm thee. 
My dearest Honorea ; for his death shall be 
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Surely reveng'd with all severity 
Upon the doctor, and that Buddenly. 

Clin. What fortune's this, that all these come 
thU way 
To hinder me, and save thy life to-day ? 

Hon. My gracious lord, this doleful accident 
Hath robb'd me of my joy : and, royal earl, 
Though in thy life thou didst suspect my love, 
My grief and tears suspicions shall remove. 

Mar. Madam, to you and to your father's 
love 
I owe as much and more than my own life. 
Had I ten husbands should agree to do it, 
My gracious lord, you presently should know it. 

Cas. Ay, there's a girl I tiiiuk you I did not 
well. 
To live with such a wife, to come from hell. 

Mab. Look, look, my lord, there stands the 
murderer ! 

Cas. How am 1 round beset on every side ! 
First, that same captain here stands to kill me ; 
My dame she hath already poisoned me ; 
Earl Morgan he doth threaten present death ; 
The Countess Honorea, in revenge 
Of Lacy, is extremely incens'd 'gainst me. 
All threaten — none shall do it ; for my date 
Is now expired, and I must back to hell. 
And now, my servant, wheresoe'er thou bo, 
Come quickly, Akercock, and follow me. 
Lordings, adieu, and my curs'd wife, farewell, 
If me ye seek, come follow me to hell 

[The ffround open», arui they both fall ' doten into il. 

Mob. The earth that opened now is cloa'd 
again. 

Dun. It ia God's judgment for his grievous sins. 

> [Old cop7, he faUt; but Atereock evidentlj disippeara 
gimiiltaneouslf.] 
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Clin, Was there a quagmire, that he sank so 

soon? 
Hon. miracle ! now may we justly say. 
Heavens have reveng'd my husband's death this 

MoR. Alas, poor Marian ! we have wroDg'd thee 
much 
To cauau thee match thyself to any such. 

Mar. Xay, let liim go, aud sink into tlie 
ground ; 
For such aa he are better lost than found. 
Now, Honorea, we are freed from blame, 
And both enriuh'd witli happy widow's name.' 

£ntcr Earl Lacy, with FoKREST and MuSGRAVE. 

Lacy. 0, lead me quickly to that mourning 
train. 
Which weep for me, who am reviv'd again. 

Hon. Marian, I shed some tears of perfect grief, 
[S/ie fallct/i itUo a twoon, 

MOR. Do not my eyes cleceive me 1 liveth my 
Bonl 

Lacy. My lord and father, both alive and well, 
Kecover'd of my weaknesB. Where's my wife 1 

Mak, Here is my lady, your beloved wife. 
Half dead to hear of your untimely end. 

Lacy. Look on me, Honorea ; see thy lord : 
1 am not dead, but live to love thee still. 

Dvs. 'Tia God dispoaeth all things, as he will : 
He raiseth those the wicked wiah to fall. 

Clin. 'Zounds, I still watch on this encloeed 
ground ; 
For if he rise again, I'll murder him. 

Hon. My lord, my tongue's not able to report 
Those joys my heart conceives to see thee live. 



' [Old copy, t 
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Dun. Give God the glory : he recovered tliee, 
And wrought this judgment on that cursed man. 
That set debate and strife among jo all. 

MoR. My lord, our eyea have seen a miracle, 
Which after ages ever shall admire. 
The Spanieli doctor, standing here before ua, 
Is sunk into the bowels of the earth. 
Ending his vile life by a viler death. 

Lacy. Hut, gentle Marian, I bewail thy loss, 
That wert maid, wife, and widow, all so soon. 

Mar, 'Tis your recovery that joys roe more, 
Than grief can touch me for the doctor's death. 
He never lov'd me whilst he liVd with me, 
Therefore the less I mourn his tragedy. 

MoK, Henceforth we'll strictlier look to stran- 
gers' lives, 
How they shall marry any English wives. 
Now all men shall record this fatal day ; 
Lacy revived, the doctor sunk in clay. 

tThe trvmpets sound, exeuitt omnfs nui DONSTAN. 
)UN. Now ia Earl Lac/s house fill'd full of joy. 
He and hia lady wholly reconcil'd, 
Their jars all ended : those, that were like men 
Transformed, turn'd unto their shapes again. 
And, gentlemen, before we make an end, 
A little longer yet your patience lend, 
That in your friendly censures you may see 
What the infernal synod do decree ; 
And aiter judge, if we deserve to name 
This play of ours, T/i« devil and hit dame. [Exit. 




It thunder* and Hffhfnrlh. Enter Pl.CTO, MiNOS, 
jEaccs, EHAbAMANTHUa, with Ftoy bfinytng 
in Malbecco's Ghoa. 

Plu. Minos, is this the day he should return, 
.\.nd bring ua tidings of his twelvemonth spent t 
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Enter Belphegor, liif a devil, wiVA Iiomt on hi* 
had, avd AeEBCOCE. 

MiN. It is, great king, and here Belphegor 

Pm. His visage is more ghastly than 'twas wont. 
What oraanieiita are those upon his head ) 

Bel. Hell, I salute thee I now I feel myself 
Kid of a thousand tormente. O vile earth. 
Worse for us devils than hell itself for men I 
Dread Pluto, bear thy subject's just complaint 

[Belphegoe kneeltth to Pluto, 
Proceeding from the anguish of my sonl. 
O, never send me more into the earth I 
For there dwells dread and horror more than here. 

Plu. Stand forth, Belphegor, and report the 
truth 
Of all things have betide thee in the worhL 

Bel. When first, great king, I came into tha 
earth, 
1 chose a wife both young and beautiful. 
The only daughter to a noble earl ; 
But when the night came that I should her bed, 
I found another laid there in her Gt«ad : 
And in the morning when I found the change, 
Though I denied her, I was forc'd to take her. 
With her I liv'd in such a mild estate, 
Us'd her still kindly, lov'd her tenderly; 
Which she requited with such light regard, 
So loose demeanour, and dishonest life, 
That she was each man's whore, that was my wife. 
No hours but gallantii flock'd unto my house, 
Such aa she fancied for her loathsome lust. 
With whom, before my face, she did not spare 
To play the strumpet. Yea, and more than this, 
She made my house a stew for all reaorte. 
Herself a bawd to others' filthineas : 
Which, if I once began but to reprove, 
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0, then, her tongue was worse than all the reEt ! 

Ho ears with patience would endure to hear her, 

Nor would she ever cease, til) I submit[tetl] : 

And then she'd apeak me fair, but wish me dead. 

A hundred drifts she laid to cut me off. 

Still drawing me to dangers of my life. 

And now, my twelvemonth being near expir'd. 

She poison'd me ; and least that means sliould fail, 

She entic'd a captain to 've murdered me. 

Ib brief, whatever tongue can tell of ill, 

All that may well be spoken of my dome. 

Aker, Poor Akercock was fain to fly her sight. 
For never an hour but she laid on me ; 
Her tongue and fist walked all so nimbly. 

PL0. Doth then, Belphegor, thia report of thine 
Against all women hold in general 1 

Bel. Not so, great prince : for, aa 'mongst other 
creatures. 
Under that sex are mingled good and had. 
There are some women virtuous, chaste, and true ; 
And to all those the devil will give their due. 
But, 0, my dame, bom for a scourge ' to man ! 
For no mortality [I] would endure that, 
Which she a thousand limes hath offered me. 

PlU. But what new eliapes are those upon thy 
headi 

Bel. These are the ancient arms of cuckoldry, 
And these my dame hath kindly left to me ; 
For which Belphegor shall be here derided, 
Unless your great infernal majesty 
Do solemnly proclaim, no devil shall scorn 
Hereafter still to wear the goodly born. 

Plu. Thia for thy service I will grant thee 

All devils shall, as thou dost, like horns wear. 
And none shall scorn Belphegor's arms to bear. 

' [Old copy, ta»g.] 
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And now, Malbecco, hear thy latest doom. 

Since that thy first reports are justified 

By after-proob, and women's looseness known, 

One plague more will I eend upon tha earth ! 

Thou Ghalt assume a light and fiery shape. 

And so for ever live within the world ; 

Dive into women's thoughts, into men's hearts ; 

Baise up false rumours and suspieioua fears ; 

Put strange inventions into each man's mind ; 

And for these actions they shall always call thee 

By no name else but fearful Jealousy. 

Go, Jealousy, begone ; thou hast thy charge ; 

Go, range about tbe world that is so lai^. 

And now, for joy Belphegor is retum'd, 

The furies shall their tortures cast away. 

And all hell o'er we'll make it holiday. 

1^// thunderetk and ligkhtelh. Ereunl omnfu. 
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